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Spoke at opening the NEW HOUSE, 

H E Huſbandman in vain renews his Toil, 

To cultivate each Year a hungry Soil; 
And fondly hopes tor rich and generous Fruit, 
When wat ſhould feed the Tree, devours the Root: 
Th' unladen Boughs, he ſecs, bode certain Dearth, 
Unleſs tranſplanted to more kindly Earth. 
So, the poor Huzbands of the Stage, who found 
Their Labours loſt upon ungrateful Ground, 
This Jaſt and only Remedy have prov'd ; 
And hope new Fruit from ancient Stocks remov'd. 
Well may they hope, wlien you ſo kindly aid, 
Well plant a Soil which you fo rich have made. 
As Nature gave the World to Man's firſt Age, 
So from your Bounty we receive this Stage; 
The Freedom Man was born to, you've reſtor'd, 
And to our World ſuch Plenty you afford, 5 
It ſeems like Eden, fruitful of its own accord, 
But fince in Paradiſe frail Fleſh gave way, 
And when but two were made both went aſtray ; 
Forbear your Wonder, and the Fault forgive, | 
If in our larger Family we grieve | : 
One falling Adam, and one tempted Eve. 
We who remain, would gratciully repay 
What our Endeavours can, and bring, this day, 5 
Ine Firſt-fruit Offering, of a Virgin Play. 
We hope there's ſoinething that may pleaſe each Taſte, 
And tho' of homely Fare We make the Feaſt, 
Yet you will find Variety at J-alt. 
There's Humour, which for chearful Friends we got, 
And for the thinking Party there's a Plot. 
We've ſomething too, to gratify IlI-nature, 
(If there be any here) and that is Satire. 
Tho? Satire ſcarce dares grin, *tis grown ſo mild, 
Or only ſhews its Teeth, as if it ſmil'd. 
As Aſſes Thiſtles, Poets mumble Wit. 
And dare not hite, for fear of being bit. 
They hold their Pens, as Swords are held by Fools, 
And are afraid to uſe their own Edge-'1'ools. 
Since the Plain-Deale;'s Scenes of Manly Rage, 
Not one has dar'd to laſh :his Crying Age. 
This time, the Poet owns the bold Eſſay, 


| Yet hopes there's no ill- manners in his Play: 
And he declures by me, he has defign'd 


Afﬀront to none, but frankly ſpeaks his Mind, 

And ſhou'd th' enſuing Stenes not chance to hit, 
He offers but this one Excuie, twas writ 5 
Before your late Encouragement of Wit. 


DRA. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. | 


M E N. 
Sir Sampſon Legend, Father to Valen- 


tine and Ben. F Mr Purton, 
Valentine, Fallen under his Father's 

Diſpleaſure by his expenſive way 

of living, in love with Angelica. | 
Scandal, tis Friend, a free Speaker. Mr. Palmer, 
Tattie, A half-witted Beau, vain of 

his Amours, yet valuing himſelf > Mr. Dodd. 

for Secrecy, 


Pen, Sir Samp/on's younger Son, half 


home-bred, and half Sea-bred, > Mr, Moedy. 
deſign'd to mary Miſs Prue. 


Foreſight, an illiterate old Fellow, 
peeviſh and poſitive, ſuperſtitious, | 
Mr. Par/ons. 


Mr, Reddiſh. 


and pretending to underſtand Aſtro- 
logy, Palmiſtry, Phyſiognomy, 
Omens, Dreams, Ec. Uncle to 


Angelica. 
Jeremy. Servant to Valentine. Mr. Baddeley. 
Trapland, A Scrivener, Mr. Hartry. 
Buckram, A Lawyer. Mr. Keen, 


O. 

Angelica, Niece to Foreſight, of a con- 

{Herable Fortune in her own Hands. Miſs YTounge. 
Mrs. For:/;ght, {ccond Wife to Fore/ight. Mrs. Reddiſh, 
Mrs. Frail, Siſter to Mrs. Forefight, a X 

Woman of the Town. Mrs. Jefferies. 
Miſs Prue, Daughter to Fore/ight by ] 

a former Wife, a filly aukward þ Mrs. Abington. 

Country Girl. | 
Nurſe to Miſs. Mrs. Bradſhaw. 
Jenny. | Mrs. Simf/or. 


A Steward, Officers, Sailors, and ſeveral Servants, | 
The SCENE in LONDON. | 
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ACT I. SCENE--1 


Valentine i= his Chamber Reading, Jeremy waiting, 
Several Books upon the Table, 


| VALENTINE. 


ER EMTV. 
Tere. Sir. ä 
Val. Here, take away; I'll walk a turn, and digeſt 


what I have read n , 
ere. You'll grow deviliſh fat upon this paper diet. 

7 | [Alde, and taking away the Deoks. 

Val. And d'ye hear, go you to breakfaſt——There's a 

page doubled down in Epictetus, that is a feaſt for an 


emperor. 


Tere. Was Epifetus a real cook, or did he only write 
receipts ? 

Val. Read, read, ſirrah, and refine your appetite 
learn to live upon inſtruction; feaſt your mind, and 
mortify your fleſh ; read, and take your nouriſhment in 
at your eyes ; ſhut up your mouth and chew the cud of 
ealetiating. So Epictetus adviſes. 

Tere. © lord! I have heard much of him, when I. 


waited upon a gentleman at Cambridge: Pray what was 


that Epictetus? 
Val. A very rich man, — Not worth a groat. 
Jere. Humph, and fo he has made a very fine feaft 
where there is nothing to be eaten, | 
Val. Yes. | 
Jere. Sir, you're a gentleman, and probably under- 
ſand this fine feeding ; "ou if you pleaſe, I had rather bs 
| 2 at 
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at board-· wages. Does your Epictetus, or your Seneca 
here, or any of theſe poor r.ch rogues, teach you how to 
pay your debts without money? Will they ſhut up the 
mouths of your creditors ? Will Plato be bail for you ? 
Or Diogenes, becauſe he under ſtands confinement, and 1iv'd 
in a tub, go to priſon for you ? *Slife, fir, what do you 
mean, to,mew yourſelf up here with three or four muſty 
books, in commendation of ſlarving and poverty! 

Val. Why, firrah, I have no money, you know eit; and 
therefore reſolve to rail at a'l that have : And in that 
I but follow the examples of the wiſeſt and wittieſt men 
in all ages; theſe poets and philoſophers whom you na— 
turally hate, for juſt ſuch another reaſon ; becauſe they 
abound in ſenſe, and you are a fool. 

Jere. Ay, Sir, I am a fool, I know it: And yet, 
heav'n help me, I'm poor enough to be a nit — But 1 
was always a fool, when | told you what your expences 
would bring you to; your coaches and your liveries ; 
your treats and your bal's; your being in love with 
a lady, that did not care a farihing for you in your 
proſpetity; and keeping company with wits, that car'd 
for nothing but your proſperity, and now when you are 
Poor, hate you as much as they do one another. 

Val. Well; and now 1 am poor, 1 have an opportunit 
to be reveng'd on them all; I'll purſue Ange ica wk 4 
more love than ever ; and appear more notoriouſly her 
admirer in this reſtraint, that when I openly rival'd the 
rich fops, that made court to her; ſo thall my poverty 
be a mortification to her pride, and perhaps, make her 
compaſſionate the love, which has principally reduc'd 
me to this lowneſs of fortune. And for the wits, I'm 
ſure ] am in a condition to be even with them 

* Tere, Nay, your condition is pretty even with theirs, 
that's the truth on'r, 

Val. ' take ſome of their trade out of their hands. 

Fere. Now heav'n of mercy continue the tax upon 
paper ; you don't mean to write ? 

al. Yes, I do; I'll write a play. | 

Jere. Hem ! Sir, if you pleaſe to give me a ſmall 
cetificate of three lines — only to certify thoſe whom it 
may concern; That the bearer hereof, Jeremy Fetch by 
name, has for the ſpace of ſey'n years truly * 

| | ully 
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fully ſerv'd Valentine Legend, Eſq; and that he is not now 
turn'd away for any miſdemeanour ; but does voluntarily 


«diſmiſs his maſter from any future Authority over him— 


Val. No, ſirrah, you ſhall live with me till. 

Fere. Sir, 'tis impoſſible—I may die with you, flarve 
with you, or be damn'd with your works : But to live, 
even three days, the life of a play, I no more expect it. 
than to be canoniz'd for a mule, after my deceaſe. 

Val. You are witty, you rogue, I ſhall want ycur 
help —l'll have you learn to make couplets, to tag the 
ends of acts: D'ye hear, get the maids to ciambo in an 
evening, and learn the knack of rhiming, you may al- 
rive at the height of a ſong, ſent by an unknown hand, 
er a chocolate houſe lampoon. 

Jere Bat fir, is this the way to recover your father's 
favour ? Why Sir Samp/on will be irreconcilable. If your 
younger brother ſhou'd come from fea, he'd never look 
upon you again. You're undone, Sir; you're ruin'd ; 
you won't have a friend left in the world, if you turn 
poet — Ah pox confound that Will's coffee houſe, it has 
ruin'd more young men than the Reza] Oak lottery—INo- 
thing thrives that belongs to't. 'l he man of the bouſe 
would have been an alderman by this time with half the 
trade, if he had ſet up in the city——tor my part, I 
never fit at the door, that I don't get double the ſtomach 
that I do at a horſe race. The air upon Panſtcad Downs 


is nothing to it for a whetter ; yet I never ſee it, but the 


ſpirit of famine appears to me, ſometimes like a decay'd 
porter, worn out with pimping, and carrying Fillet-doux 
and ſongs; not like other porters for hire, but ſor the 
jeſt's fake. Now like a thin chairman, melted down to 
half his proportion, which carrying a poet upon tick, to 
viſit ſome great fortune ; and his fare to be paid like the 


wages of ſin, either at the day of marriage, or the day of 
death. 


$'C.EN E nm. 


Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy, 


Scan. What, Feremy holding forth ? 
Val. The rogue has (with all the wit he could muſter 
up) been declaiming againſt wit, I 
3 Scare 
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Scan, Ay? Why then I'm afraid Jeremy has wit : For 
where ever it is, it's always contriving its own ruin. 

Fere, Why fo I have been telling my maſter, fir : 
Mr. Scandal, for heav'ns ſake, fir, try if you can diſ- 
ſuace him from turning poet. 

Scan, Poet! He ſhall turn ſoldier firſt, and rather 
depend upon the outſide of his head, than the lining. 
Why, what the devil has not your poverty made you 
enemies enough? Mult you needs ſhew your wit to get 
more? | 

Tere, Ay, more indeed: for who cares for any bedy 
ti at has more wit than himſelf ? 

Scan. Jerimy ſpeaks like an oracle. Don't you ſee 
how worthleſs great men, and dull rich rogues, avoid a 
witty men of ſmall fortune? Why, he looks like a writ 
of enquiry into their titles and eſtates; and ſeems 
commiſſion'd by heaven to ſeize the better half, 

Vel. Therefore I would rail in my writings, and be 
reveng'd, | 

Scan. Pail? At whom? the whole world? Impotent 
and vain ! Who would die a martyr to ſenſe in a country 
where the religion is folly? You may ſtand at bay for a 


while; but when the full cry is againſt you, you ſhan't 


have fair play for your life, If you can't be fairly run 
down by the bounds, you will be treacherouſly ſhot by 
the huntſmen.— No, turn pimp, flatterer, quack, law- 
ver, any * but poet; a modern poet is worſe, more 
ſervile, timorous, and fawning, that any I have nam'd: 
without you could retrieve the ancient honours of the 
name, recall the ſtage of Atbens, and be allow'd the force 
of open honeſt ſatire. 5 

Veal. You are as inveterate againſt our poets, as if your 
character had been lately expos'd upon the ſtage—Nay, 
IT am not violenrly bent upon the trade [One #nocks. | 
Jeremy, ſce who's there. [| er. gees to the door. ] But tell 
me what you would have me do? What do the world 
ſay of me, and my forc'd confinement ? | 

Scan, The world bchaves itſelf. as it uſes to do on 
ſach occaſions ; ſome pity you, and condemn your fa- 
ther: Others excuſe him, and blame you; only the la- 
dies are merciiul, and wiſh you well: Since love and 
pleaſurable expence, have been your greateſt faults. 


Ob OS 
* — 3 


Val. 


| 
| 


A we 


Lo VI for Lo vx. by, 
Val. How now ? | | 
2 Nothing new, ſir; I have diſpatch'd ſome half 
a dozen duns with as much dexterity, as a hungry judge 
does cauſes at dinner-time. 99 

Val. What anſwer have yo giv'n 'em? 

Scan, Patience, I ſuppoſe, the old receipt. 

Fere. No, faith fir; 1 have put 'em off ſo long with 
patience and forbearance, and other fair words; that I 


was forc'd now to tell 'em in plain downright Engliſh— 


Val. What? | 

* That they ſhould be paid. 

al, When? 

Fere. To-morrow. 

Val. And how the devil do you mean to keep your 
word ? 

Tere. Keep it? Not at all; it has been fo very much 
ſtretch'd, that I reckon it will break of courſe by to- mor- 
row, and no body be ſurpriz d at the matter Knocking.] 
Again! Sir, if you don't like my negotiation, will 
you be pleas'd to anſwer theſe yourſelf. 

Val. See who they are. 


Nn. 
Valentine, Scandal. 


By this, Scandal, you may ſee what it is to be great; 
ſecretaries of ſtate, preſidents of the council, and ge- 
nerals of an army lead juſt ſuch a life as I do; have 


juſt ſuch crowds of viſitants in a morning, all ſoliciting 


of paſt promiſes; which are but a civiler ſort of duns, 
that Jay claim to voluntary debts. 

Scar. And you, Uke a true great man, having engaged 
their attendance, and promis'd more than ever you in- 
tended to perform are more perplex'd to find evaſions 
than you would be to invent he honeſt means of keep- 
ing your word, and gratifying your creditors. 

Val. Scandal, learn to ſpare your friends, and do not 
provoke your enemies ; this liberty of your tongue, will 
one day bring confinement on your body, my friend. 


R NN . 
Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy. 
Jere. O Sir, there's Trapland the ſerivener, with two 
B 4 ſuſpicious 
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ſuſpicious fellows like lawful pads, that would knock a 
man down with pocket tipſtaves.——And there's your 
father's ſteward, and the nurſe with one of your chil- 
dren from Tabitnam. 

Val. Pox on her, cou'd ſhe find no other time to fling 
my fins in my face: Here, give her this, [Gives money.] 
and bid her trouble me no more: a thoughtleſs two hand- 
ed whore, ſhe knows my condition well enough, and 
might have overlaid the child a fortni2ht ago, if the had 
auy forecaſt in her. 

Scan. What, is it bouncing Margery, with my godſon ? 

Tere. Yes, Sir. ; 

Scan, My blefling to the boy, with this token [Give- 
Money,] of my love. And d'ye hear, bid Margery put 
more flocks in her bed, ſhift twice a week, and not 
work ſo hard, that ſhe may not ſmell fo vigoroully. 
I ſhall take the air ſhortly. 

Val. Scandal, don't ſpoil my boy's milk :—Bid Trap- 
land come in. If I cau give that Cerberus a ſop, I ſhall 
be at reſt for one Cay. i | 


8 C-E-N-£: Vs 
Vzlentine, Scandal, Trapland, Jeremy. 


Val. O Mr. Trapland ! my old friend! welcome, Jere- 
my, a chair quickly: A bottle of ſack and a toaſt - Hy 
—— chair firſt. 

Trap. A good morning to you Mr. Ya/entine, and to 
you, Mr. Scandal. ; 

Scan, The morning's a very good morning, if you 
don't ſpoil it, 

Val. Come fit you down, you know his way. 

Trap. [ fits.] There is a debt, Mr. Valentine, of 1500). 
of pretty long Randing - | 

Val. I cannot talk about buſineſs with a thirſty palate, 
— ſirrah, the ſack. by 

Trap. And I deſire to know what courſe you have taken 
for the payment ? | 

Val. Faith and troth, J am heartily glad to ſee you, — 
my ſervice to you, —fill, fill, to honeſt Mr, Traplard, fuller. 

Trap. Hold, ſweet-heart,—This is not to our buſi- 
neſs : - my ſervice to you Mr. Scandal. — | Drink: | 
I have forborn as long — * 

6 als 
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Val. T'other glaſs, and then we'll talk, Fill, Jeremy. 
Trap. No more, in truth, — I have forborn, I ſay— 
Val, Sirrah, fill when I bid you. And how does 
our handſome daughter ?—Come, a good huſband to 
er. [ Drinks. 
Trap. Thank you—T have been out of this money— 

Val. Drink firſt, Scandal, why do you not drink ? 

| [T hey drink. 

Trap. And in ſhort, I can be put off no longer. 

Val. I was much oblig'd to you for your ſupply : Tt 
did me ſignal ſervice in my neceſſity. But you delight 
in doing good. Scandal, drink to me, my friend 
Trapland's health. An honeſter man lives not, nor one 
more ready to ſerve his friend in diſtreſs: Tho' 1 ſay it 
to his face. Come fill each man his glaſs, 

Scan. What, I know Trapland has been a whoremaſter 
and loves a wench ſtill, You never knew a whore- 
maſter, that was not an honeſt fellow. 

Trap. Fy, Mr. Scandal, you never knew 

Scan. What, don't I know? ——1 know the buxom 
black widow in the Pou/rry——2oo0/. a year jointure, and 
20, cool. in money. Ahah ! Old Trap. 

Val. Say you ſo i'faith: Come, we'll remember the 
widow : I know whereabouts you are; Come, to the 
widow | 

Trap. No more, indeed. 

Val. Whar, the widow's health; give it him off 
with it: [They drin] A lovely girl, T'taith, black ſpark- 
ling eyes, ſoft pouting ruby-lip,? better ſealing there, 
than a bond for a million, hah ! | 

Trap. No, no, there's no ſuch thing, we'd better mind 
our buſineſs You're a wag. 

Lal. No faith, we'll mind the widow's bufineſs, fill 
again—— Pretty round heaving breaſts, a Barba y- 
ſhape, and a jut with her bum, would ſtir an Aicher: 
And the prettieſt foot! Oh if a man could but faſten his 
eyes to her fest, as they ſteal in and out, and play at bo- 


peep under her petticoats, ah! Mr. Trap and? 


Trap. Verily, give me a glaſs you're a Wag, —— 
and here's to the widow, | | [ Drinks, 
Scan, He begins to chuckle ; —— ply him cloſe, or 
he'll relapſe into a dun. a 
5 


SCENE, 
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s N. 
[To them] Officer. 


Of. By your leave, gentlemen, —— Mr. Traþland, 
if we muſt do our office, tell u3.—— We have half a 
dozen gentlemen to arreſt in Pall Mail and Covent-Gar- 
gen; and if we don't make haſte, the chairmen will be a- 
broad, and block up the chocolate-houſes, and then our 
labour's loſt. | 

Trap. Udſo that's true, Mr. Valentine, I love mirth, but 
buſineſs muſt be done, are you ready to 

Tere. Sir, your father's ſteward ſays he comes to make 
propoſals concerning your debts. 

Val. Bid him come in: Mr. Trapland, ſend away your 
officer, you ſhall have an anſwer preſently. 

Trap. Mr. Snap, ſtay within call, 


S. CE N..R VII. 


Valentine, Scandal, Trapland, Jeremy, Steward, whe 
whiſpers Valentine. 


Scan. Here's a dog now, a traitor in his wine; firrah, 
refund the iack : Jeremy fetch him ſome warm water, or 
: 'Il rip up his ſtomach, and go the ſhorteſt way. to his con- 

lence. 

Trap. Mr, Scandal, you are uncivil; I did not value 
your ſack ; but you cannot expect it again, when I have 
drunk it. 


Scan. And how do you expect to have your money a- 


gain, when a gentleman has ſpent it ? 
Val. You need ſay no more, I underſtand the conditi- 
ons; they are very hard, and my neceſſity is very preſſing; 


I apree to 'em. Take Mr. Trapland with you, and let him 
draw the writing— Mr. Trapland, you know this man, he 


ſhall ſatisfy you. 
trap. Sincerely, I am loth to be thus preſſing, but my 


ne ceſiity | 
Val. Noapology, good Mr. Scrivener, you ſhall be paid, 
Trap. 1 hope you forgive me, my buſineſs requires 


T 
Valentine, Scandal. 


Scan. He begs pardon like a hangman at an een, 
> an, 
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Val. But I have got a reprieve, 

Scan. I am ſurpriz'd ; what does your father relent ? 

Val. No ; he has ſent me the hardeſt conditions in the 
world : You have heard of a booby-brother of mine, that 
was ſent to ſea three years ago ? This brother, my father 
hears, is landed; whereupon he very affectionately ſends 
me word ; if I will make a deed of conveyance of my 
right to his eſtate after his death, to my younger brother, 
he will immediately furniſh me with four hooked pounds 
to pay my debts, and make my fortune. This was once 
propos'd before, and I refuſed it ; but the preſent impati- 
ence of my creditors for their money, and my own impa- 
tience of confinement, and abſence from Angelica, force 
me to con'ent. 

Scan, A very deſperate demonſtration of your love to 
Argelica : and I think ſhe has never given you any aſſur- 
ance of hers, | | 

Val. You know her temper; ſhe never gave me any 
great reaſon either for hope or deſpair. 

Scan, Women of her airy temper, as they ſeldom think 
before they act, ſo they rarely give us any light to gueſs 
at what they mean: But you have little reaſon to believe 
that a woman of this age, who has had an indifference 
for you in your proſperity, will fall in love with your ill 
fortune; beſides, Argelica has a great fortune of her on; 
and great fortunes either expect another great fortune, or 
a fool. 


80-20-00 EI 
[To them] Jeremy. 
Fere. More misfortunes, fir. 
Val. What another dun ? 


Tere, No, Sir, but Mr. Tatzle is come to wait upon yon. 


Val. Well, I can't help it, —you muſt bring him up 3 
he knows I don't go abroad. 


VVV 


Valentine, Scandal. 


Scan, Pox on him, I'Il be gone. 1 | 
Lal., No, pr'ythee ſtay : Jie and you ſhould never be 
untler; you are light end ſhadow, and ſhew one ano- 
„ is perlectiy thy reverſe both in humour and un- 

derſtanding 
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derſtanding ; and as you ſet up for defamation, he is a 
mender of reputations, 

Scan. A mender of reputations ! ay, juſt as he is a 
keeper of fecrets, another virtue that he ſets up for in the 
ſame manner, For the rogue will ſpeak aloud in the poſ- 
ture of a whiſper; and deny a woman's name, while he 

ives you the marks of her perſon: He will forſwear receiv- 
ing a letter from her, and at the ſame time ſhew you her 
hand in the ſuperſcription : And yet perhaps he has coun- 
terfeited the hand too, and ſworn to a truth ; but he 
hopes not to be believ'd ; and refuſes the reputation of a 
lady's favour, as a doctor ſays, no, to a biſhoprick, on- 
ly that it may be granted him——In ſhort, he is a publick 
profeſſor of ſecrecy, and makes a proclamation that he 

olds private intelligence.—He's here. | 


8-C::K NE XL 
[To them] Tattle, 


Tatt. Valentine, good morrow ; Scandal, J am yours, 


'That is when you ſpeak well of me, 

Scan. That is, when I am yours; for while I am my 
own, or any body's elſe, that will never happen. 

Tatt, How inhuman ! 

Val. Why Tattle, you need not be much concerned at 
any thing that he ſays : For to converſe with Scan al, is 
to plag at Loſing Loadum ; you muſt loſe a good name to 
nim, before you can win it for yourſelf. 

Tatt. But how barbarous that is, and bow unfortune for 
him, that the world ſhall think the better of any perſon 
for his calumniation !——I thank heaven, it has always 
been a part of my character, to handle the reputations of 
others very tenderly indeed. 

Scan, Ay, ſuch rotten reputations as you have to deal 
with, are to be handled tenderly indeed. 

Tatt. Nay, but why rotten ? Why ſhould you ſay, rotten, 
when you know not the perſons of whom you ſpeak ? How 
cruel that is ? 

Scan. . Not know em? why, thou never hadſt to do with 
any body that did not ſtink to all the town. 


Tait, Ha, ha, ha; nay, now you make a jeſt of it indeed; 


For thers is nothing more known, than that no body 
knows any thing of that nature of me, As I hope to be 
| fav'd, 
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ſav'd, Valentine, T never expoſed a woman, ſince I knew 
what woman was, 

Val. And yet you have convers'd with ſeveral. 

Tatt, To be free with you, I have l don't care if I 
own that=Nay more (I'm going to ſay a bold word now) 
I never could meddle with a woman, that had to do with 
any body elſe, 

Scan, How ! | 

Val. Nay faith, I'm apt to believe him Except her 
huſband, Tartle. 

Tait. Oh that 

Scan, What think you of that noble commoner Mrs. 
Drab ? 

Tatt, Pooh, I know Madam Drab has made her brags 
in three or four places, that I ſaid this and that, and writ to 
her, and did I know not what—But, upon my reputation, 
ſhe did me wrong—Well, well, that was malice—But I 
know the bottom of it. She was brib'd to that by one we 
all know——A man too. Only to bring me into diſgrace 
with a certain woman of quality 
Scan. Whom we all know, 

Tatt. No matter for that———Yes, yes, every body 
knows No doubt on't, every body knows my ſecrets— 
But I ſoon ſatisfied the lady of my innocence ; for I told 
her —— Madam, fays I, there are ſome perſons who make 
it their buſineſs to tell ſtories, and ſay this and that of one 
and t'other, and every thing in the world; and, ſays I, if 
your grace 

Scan. Grace 


Tatt. O Lord, what have J ſaid ? My unlucky tongue! 
Val. Ha, ha, ha. 


Scan. Why Taltle, thou haſt more impudence than one 


z 


. 


can in reaſon expect: I ſhall have an eſteem for thee, wel), 


and ha, ha, ha, well, go on, and what did you ſay to her 
grace? 


Val. I confeſs this is ſomething extraordinary. 
| Tait, Not a word, as I hope to be ſav'd; an arrant Lap- 
Come, let's talk of ſomething elſe, 
Val. Well, but how did you acquit yourſelf ? 
Tatt. Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, I only rally'd with 
you——a woman of ordinary rank was a little jealous of 
| me, 
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me, and I told her ſomething or other, faith—I know not 
what——Come, let's talk of ſomething elſe, 
| [Hum a Song. 

Scan, Hang him, let him alone, he has a mind we ſhould 
enquire, 

Tatt. Va'entine, I ſupp'd laſt night with your miſtreſe, 
and her uncle o!d Fore/ight : I think your father lies at 
Fore/ight's. 

Vl. Yes. 

Tatt. Upon my ſoul Angelica's a fine woman—And ſo 
is Mrs, Forefight, and her ſiſter Mrs. Frail. 

Scan. Yes, Mrs, Frail is a very fine woman, we all 
know her, 

Tait. Oh that is not fair, 

Scan, What? 

Jatt. To tell, 

Scan. To tell what? Why, what do you know of Mrs. 
Frail? 

Tatt. Who I? Upon honour I don't know whether ſhe 
be man or woman; but by the ſmoothneſs of her chin, 
and roundneſs of her hips. 

Scan, No! 

Tatt, No. 

Scan. She ſays otherwiſe, 

Tait, Impoſiible ! 

Scan, Ves faith. Aſk Valentine elſe, 

Tatt. Why then as I hope to be ſav'd, I believe a wo- 
man only obliges a man to ſecrecy, that ſhe may have the 
pleaſure of telling herſelf. 

Scan, No doubt on't. Well, but has fhe done you 
wrong, or no? You have had her ? Ha? 

Tat. Tho! I have more honour than to tell firſt ; I 
have more manners than to contradict what a lady has de- 
clar'd. ä ; 

Scan. Well, you own it! | 

Tatt. I am ſtrangely ſurpris'd! Yes, yes, I can't deny't, 
if ſhe taxes me with it. 

Scan. She'll be here by and by, ſhe ſees Valentine every 
morning. ho 

Tatt, How! 

Val. She does me the favour—T mean of a viſit ſome- 
times: I did not think ſhe had granted mote to any body. 


Scan, 
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Scan. Nor I faith But Tartle does not uſe to bely a la- 
dy ; it is contrary to his character How one may be de- 
ceived in a woman, Valentine? 

att. Nay, what do you mean, gentlemen ? 

Scan. I'm reſolved ]'!l aſk her. 

Tatt, O barbarous ! Why did you not tell me——— 

Scan, No, you told us. 

Tatt. And bid me aſk Valentine? | 

Val. What did I ſay? I hope you won't bring me to 
confeſs an anſwer, when you never aſk*d me the queſtion ? 
Tait, But gentlemen, this is the moſt inhuman proceed- 
Ing. 
Tal. Nay, if you have known Scandal thus long, and 
cannot avoid ſuch a palpable decoy as this was ; the ladies 
have a fine time, whoſe reputations are in your kceping, 


en XI. 


[To them] Jeremy. 


Jer. Sir, Mrs. Frail has ſent to know if you are ſtirring, 
Val. Shew her up when ſhe comes. 


8.0: NBR i. 


f Valentine, Scandal, Tattle. 

Tait. I'll be gone. 

Val. You'll meet her. 

Tait. Is there not a back way ? 

Val. If there were, you have more diſcretion, than to 
give Scandal ſuch an advantage; why, your running away 
will prove all that he can tell her. 

Tatt. Scandal, you will not be ſo ungenerous * i 
ſhall loſe my reputation of ſecrecy for ever——l ſhall ne- 
ver be received but upon publick days ; and my viſits will 
never be admitted beyond a drawing-room : 1 ſhall never 
ſee a bed-ciamber again, new er be lock'd in a cloſet, nor 
run behind a ſcreen, or under a table; never be diſtin- 
guiſh'd among the waiting-women by the name of truſty 
Mr. 7 attle more—You will not be ſo cruel, 

Val. Scandal, have pity on him; he'll yield to any 
conditions. | | 

Tait. Any, any terms. | 

Scan. Come then, ſacrifice half a dozen women oi good 

1 reputauon 
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reputation to me preſently——Come, where are you fa- 
miliar?—And ſee that they are women of quality too, the 
firſt quality 
T att. Lis very hard—Won't a baronet's lady paſs ? 
Scan. No, nothing under a right honourable. 
Tatt. O inhuman ! You don't expect their names. 
Scan. No, their titles ſhall ſerve. 
Tatt. Alas, that's the ſame thing : pray ſpare me their 


titles; I'll deſcribe their perſons, 


Scan. Well, begin then: But take notice, if you are ſo 
ill a painter, tha: I cannot know the perſon by your pic- 
ture of her, you muſt be conderaned, like other bad pain- 
ters, to write the name at the bottom. | 

Tati. Well, firit then the counteſs of 


n. 
[To them] Mrs. Frail. 


Jatt. O unfortunate ! ſhe's come already; will you have 
patience *till another time—[T'll double the number. 

Scan. Well, on that condition—Take heed you don't 
fail me. h 

Mrs, Frail, I ſhall get a fine reputation, by coming to 
ſee fellows in a morning. Scandal, you devil, are you 
here too? Oh Mr. Tattle, every thing is ſafe with you, we 
know. 

Scan. Tatile. 

Tatt. Mum—O madam, you do me too much honour, 

Val. Well, lady galloper, how does Angelica ? 

Mrs. Frail. Angelica? manners! 

Val. What, you will allow an abſent lover 

Mrs. Frail, No, I'll allow a lover preſent with his miſ- 
treſs to be particular 
ought to give place to his manners. 

Val. But what if he has more paſſion than manners? 

Mrs, Frail. Then let him marry and reform. 

Val Marriage indeed may qualify the fury of his paſſi- 
on, but it very rarely mends a man's manners. 


Mrs, Frail. You are the moſt miſtaken in the world . 
there is no creature perfectly civil, but a huſband, For 


in a little time he grows only rude to his wife, and that 
is the higheſt good breeding, for it begets his Fe 
Other 


But otherwiſe I think his paſſion 
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ether people. Well, I'll tell you news; but J ſuppoſe 


you hear your brother Perjamin is landed. And my bro- 


ther Forefght's daughter is come out of the country 
J aſſure you there's a match talk'd of by the old people 


Well, if he be but as great a ſea-beaſt, as ſhe is a land- 


monſter, we ſhall have a moſt amphibious breed — The 
progeny will be all otters: He has been bred at ſea, and 


ſhe has never been out of the country. 


Val. Pox take em, their conjunction bodes me no good, 
I'm ure. 

Mrs. Frail. Now you talk of conjunction, my brother 
Forefight has caſt both their nativities, and prognoſticates 
an admiral and an eminent juſtice of the peace to be the iſ- 
ſue-male of their two bodies; 'tis the moſt ſuperſtitious 
old fool ! He would have perſuaded me, that this was an 
unlucky day, and would not let me come abroad : But I 
invented a dream, and ſent him to Artemedorous for inter- 
pretation, and fo ſtole out to ſee you. Well, and what 
will you give me now? Come, I mult have ſomething. 

Fal. Step into the next room——and I'll give you 
ſomething. 

Scan. Ay, we'll all give you ſomething. 

Mrs. Frail, Well, what will you all give me? 

Val. Mine's a ſecret, 

Mrs. Frail. I thought you would give me ſomething that 
would be a trouble to you to keep. | 

Val. And Scandal ſhall give you a good name. 

Mrs. Frail. That's more than he has for himſelf, And 
what will you give me, Mr. Tatile? 

Tatt, I? My ſoul, madam, 

Mrs. Frail. Pooh, no I thank you, I have enough to 
do to take care of my own. Well; but I'll come and ſee 
you one of theſe mornings : I hear you have a great many 


pictures. 


Tatt. I. have a pretty good collection at your ſervice, 
ſome originals. | 


Scan, Hang him, he has nothing but the Sea/oxs and the 


Twelve Ca/ars, paltry copies; and the Five Senſes, as ill 
repreſented as they are in himſelf; and he himſelf is the 


only original you will ſee there. 
Mrs Frail. Ay, but I hear he has a cloſet of en. 
(alle 
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Scan. Ves, all that have done him favours if you will be- 
lieve him. 

Mrs. Frail. Ay, let me ſee thoſe, Mr. Tartle. 

Tatt. Oh madam, thoſe are ſacred to love and contemp- 
lation. No man but the painter and myſelf was ever bleſt 
with the fight. 

Mrs. Frail, Well, but a woman 

Tatt. Nor woman, *till ſhe conſented to have her pic- 
ture there too—for then ſhe's obliged to keep the ſecret. 

Scan. No, no; come to me if you'd ſee pictures. 

Mrs. Frail. You ? 

Scan. Yes faith, I can ſhew you your own picture, and 
moſt of your acquaintance to the life, and as like as at 
Kiel er's. | 

Mrs. Frail. O lying creature—— Valentine, does not he 
lye can't believe a word he ſays. | 

Val. No, indeed, he ſpeaks truth now: For as Tartle has 
pictures of all that have granted him favours, he has the 
pictures of all that have refuſed him: If ſatires, deſcrip- 
tions, characters, and lampoons are pictures. 

Scan. Yes, mine are moſt in black and white And yet 
there are ſome ſet out in their true colours, both mei and 
women. I can ſhew you pride, folly, affectation, wan- 
tonneſs, inconſtancy, covetouſneſs, diſſimulation, mal ice, 
and ignorance, all in one piece. Then I can ſhew you 
lying, ſoppery, vanity, cowardiſe, bragging, impotence 
arid uglinels in another piece; and yet one of cheſe is a ce- 
lebrated beauty, and t'other a profeſt beau. 1 have pain- 
tings too, ſome pleaſant enough. | 

Mrs. Frail. Come, let's hear 'em. 

Scan. Why, I have a beau in a bagnio, cupping for a 
complexion, and ſweating for a ſhape. 

rs. Fail. So. | 

Scan Then I have a lady burning brandy in a cellar 

with a hackrey coachman. | 
Mrs Frail O devil! Well but that ſtory is not true. 

Scan. I have ſom: hieroglyphick® too; 1 have a lawyer 
with a hundred hands, two heads, and but one face; a 
divine with two faces, and one head; and | have a ſol- 
dier with his brains in his belly, and his heart where his 
head ſhou'd be. 

Mrs. Frail, And no head, 
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Scan. No head. | 

Mrs. Frail, Pooh, that is all invention. Have you 
ne'er a poet ? 

Scan. Yes, I have a poet weighing words and felling 
praiſe for praiſe, and a critick picking his pocket. I have 
another large piece too, repreſenting a ſchool ; where there 
are huge proportion'd criticks, with long wigs, lac'd 
coats, Stcintirk cravats, and terrible faces; with cat-calls 
in their hands, and horn-books about their necks. I 
have many more of this kind, very well painted, as you 
ſhall ſee. | 

Mrs. Frail, Well, I'll come, if it be but to diſprove 


you. 
. 


[To them] Jeremy. 


Fere. Sir, here's the ſteward again from your father, 

Val. Vil come to him—will you give me leave, I'll 
wait on you again preſently. 

Mes. Frail. No, I'll be gone. Come, who ſquires me 
to the Exchange, I muſt call on my ſiſter Foreſight there? 

Scan. Iwill: I have a mind to your ſiſter. 

Mrs. Frail, Civil! 

Tatt. I will, becauſe I have a tender for your ladyſhip, 

Ars. Frail, That's ſomewhat the better reaſon, to my 
opinion. [ Exit Tatil, Cc. 

Val. Tell Angelica, Jam about making hard conditions 
to come abroad, and be at liberty to ſee her. 

Scan. I'll give an account of you, and your proceedings, 
If indiſcretion be a fign of love, you are the molt a lover 


of any body that | know: you fancy that parting with your 


eſtate, will help you to your miſtreſs—In my mind he is 
a thoughtleſs adventurer. 


Who bopes to purchaſe wealth, by ſelling land ; 
Or win a miſtreſs, with a loſing band. 
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TCC 
A Room in Foreſight's Houſe: 


Foreſight and Servant. 


Fire. YT EY day! What, are all the women of my fa- 
[ mily abroad? Is not my wife come home ? Nor 
my ſiſter, nor my daughter? 
Serv. No, Sir. 
Fere. Mercy on us, what can be the meaning of it? Sure 
the moon is in all her fortitudes; is my niece Angelica at 


home? 


Ser. Ves, ir. 

Fere. I believe you lye, fir, 

Serv. Sir. | 

Fore. I ſay you lye, fir. It is ay; Kerr that any thing 
ſkould be as I would have it; for I was born, fir, when 
the crab was aſcending, and all my affairs go backward, 

Serv. ] can't tell indeed, fir. 1 


Fore. No, I know you can't, ſir: But J can tell, and 
foretell, fir, 


8 C R N R . 
[To them] Nurſe. 


Fore. Nurſe, where's your young miſtreſs ? 

Nurſe. Wee'ſt heart, | know not, they're none of em 
come home yet: poor child, I warrant ſhe's fond o'ſeeing 
the town—Marry, pray heav'n they ha' given her any 
dinner—Good lack-a-day, ha, ha, ha, O ſtrange I'll vow 
and ſwear now, ha, ha, ha, marry and did you ever ſee 
the like ! 

Fore. Why, how now, what's the matter ? 

Nurſe. Pray heav'n ſend your worſhip good luck, marry 
and amen, with all my heart, for you have put on one 
ſtocking with the wrong ſide outward. 

Fore. Ha, how ? Faith and troth I'm glad of it, and ſo 
J have, that may be good luck in troth, in troth it may, 


| yer] good Juck : Nay I have had ſome omens : I got out 
© 


ed backwards too this morning, without premeditati- 
on; 
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on; pretty good that to; but then I ſtumbled coming down 


airs, and met a weaſel; bad omens thoſe: ſome bad, 
ſome geod, our lives are checquer'd : mirth and ſorrow, 
want and plenty, night and day, make up our time — 
But in troth I am pleas'd at my ſtocking ; very well pleas'd 
at my ſtocking— Oh here's my niece !- Sirrah, go tell 
Sir Samp/on Legend I'll wait on him if he's at leiſure, —“ tis 
now three a clock, a very good hour for buſineſs, Mercu- 
ry governs this hour. 


S RENE III. 
Angelica, Foreſight, Nurſe. 


Ang. Is it not a good hour for pleaſure too, uncle ? 
pray lend me your coach, mine's out of order, 

For”. What, wou'd you be gadding too? Sure all females 
are mad to day—It is of evil portent, and bodes miſchief 
to the maſter of a family—I remember an old propheſy, 
written by V2/ahala the Arabian, and thus tranſlated by a 
reverend Buckinghamfhire bard. 


When houſexvifes all the houſe ferſake, 
And leave good man to brew and bake, 
With onten guile, then be it ſaid, 
That haue doth lon: upon its head; 
And when the head is jet in grond, 
Ne marl, if it be fruitful fond. 


fruitful, the head fruitful, that bodes horns ; the fruit of 
the head is horns—Dear niece, ſtay at home—For by the 
head of the houſe is meant the huſband ; the propheſy 
needs no explanation. 

Ang, Well, but 1 can neither make you a cuckold, un- 
cle, by goivg abroad; nor ſecure you from being one, by 
ſtaying at home. . 

Fere. Yes, yes ; while there's one woman left, the pio- 
pheſy is not in full force. 

Ag. But my inclinations are in force, I have a mind to 
go abroad; and it 'you wou't lend me your coach, I'll take 
a hackney, ur a chair, and leave you to erett a ſcheme, 
and find who's in conjunction with your wife. Why don't 
you keep her at home, if you're jealous of her when ſhe's a - 
broad ? You know my aunt is a licde retrograde (as you 
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call it) in her nature, uncle, I'm afraid you are not lord 
of the aſcendant, ha, ha, ha, | 

Fore. Well, jill- flirt, you are very pert—and always ridi- 
culing that celeſtial ſcience, 

Arg. Nay uncle, don't be angry If you are, Þll reap up 
all your falſe propheſies, ridiculous dreams, and idle divi- 
nations. I'll ſwear you are a nuiſance to the neighbour- 


hood What a buſtle did you keep againſt the laſt inviſible 


ecliſpe, laying in proviſions as *twere for a ſiege ? What a 
world of fire and candle, matches and tinder-boxes did 
you purchaſe ! One would have thought we were ever 
after to live under ground, or at leaſt making a voyage to 
Greenland, to inhabit there all the dard ſeaſon, 

Fore. Why, you malapert ſlut 

Ang. Will you lend me your coach, or, I'll go on—Nay, 
I'II declare how you propheſy'd popery was coming, only 
becauſe the butler had miſlaid ſome of the apoſtle 3 
and thought they were loſt. Away went religion and 
ſpoonmeat together Indeed, uncle, I'Il indite you for 
a wizard. | 

Fore, How huſly ! was there ever ſuch a provoking minx? 

Nurſe. O merciful father, how ſhe talks! 

Ang. Yes, I can make oath of your unlawful midnight 
practices; you and the old nurſe there 

Nurſe, Marry heav'n defend—I at midnight practices 
—OQ lord, what's here to do ?—I in unlawful doings with 
my maſter's worſhip — Why, did you ever hear the like 
now ſir, did ever 1 do any thing of your midnight con- 
cerns—but warm your bed, and tuck you up, and ſet the 
candle and your tobacco-box, -and your urinal by you, 
and now and then rub the ſouls of your feet ?—O lord, 
T! 


Ang, Yes, I ſaw you together, through the key-hole of 
the cloſet, one night, like Saul and the Witch of Endor, 
turning the fieve and ſheers, and pricking your thumbs, 
to write poor innocent ſervants names in blood, about a 
little nutmeg-grater, which ſhe had forgot in the cau- 
dle-cup Nay, I know ſomething worſe, if I would 
(peak of it. | 

Fore, | deſy you, hufly ; but I'll remember this, I'll be 
—_— y on you, cockatrice; I'll hamper you—You have 
your fortune in your oon hands—but Ill find a way " 
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make your lover, your prodigal ſpendthrift gallant, Val- 


entine, pay for all, I will. 
Ang. Will you ? I care not, but all ſhall! out then 
Fore. I will have patience, ſince it is the will of the 


ſtars I ſhall be thus tormented— This is the effect of the 


malicious conjunctions and oppoſitions in the third houſe 
of my nativity; there the curſe of kindred was foretold— 
But I will have my doors lock'd up- I'll puniſh you, not a 
man ſhall enter my houſe, | 

Ang. Do uncle, lock 'em up quickly, before my aunt 
come home You'll have a letter for alimony to morrow 
morning But let me be gone firſt, and then let no man- 
kind come near the houſe, but converſe with ſpirits and 
the celeſtial ſigns, the bull, and the ram, and the goat. 
Bleſs me! there are a great many horn'd beaſt among the 
twelve ſigns, uncle. But cuckolds go to heav'n. 

Fore. But there's but one virgin amsng the ſigns, ſpit- 
fire, but one virgin. | 
Ang. Nor there had not been that one, it he had had to 
do with any thing but aſtrologers, uncle. That makes my 
aunt go abroad. | 

Fore. How ? How ? Is that the reaſon ? Come. you know 
ſomething ; tell me, and I'll forgive you: do, good niece— 
Come, you ſhall have my coach and horſes— Faith and 
troth you ſhall—Does my wife complain? Come, I know 
women tell one anuther—She is young and fanguine, has 
a wanton hazle eye, and was born under Gemini, which 
may incline her to ſociety ; ſhe has a mole gon her lip, 
with a moiſt palm, and 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha, 

Fore. Do you laugh? — Well gentlewoman, PIl—But 
come, be a good pirl, don't perplex your poor uncle, tell 
me— won't you ſpeak ? Odd Il 


RNB WV. 


 [Tothem] Servant. 


Serv. Sir Sampſon is coming down to wait upon you 

Ang. Good bu'y uncle Call me a chair I'll find 
out my aunt, and tell her, ſhe muſt not come home. 

Fore. Pm ſo perplex'd and vex'd, I am not fit to re- 
ive him; I ſhall ſcarce recover myſelf before the hour 
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en paſt : Go nurſe, tell Sir Sampſon I'm ready to wait on 
1m. | 

Nur/e. Yes, fir. 

Fore. Well — Why, if I was born to be a cuckold, 
there's no more to be ſaid he's here already. 


. 


Foreſight and Sir Sampſon Legend avirh a Paper. 


Sir Samp. Nor no more to be done, old boy; that's plain 
ere tis, I have it in my hand, old Pro/omer ; I'll 
makethe ungracious 0 know who begat him; I will 
old Neftrodamus.. What, I warrant my ſon thought no- 
thing belong'd to a father but forgiveneſs and affeclion ; 
no authority, no correction, no arbitrary power; 2 


to be done, but for him to offend, and me to pardon. 


warrant you. if he danc'd till doomſday, he thought I was 
to pay the piper. Well, but here it is under black and 
white, „ignatum, ſigillatum, and deliberatum ; that as ſoon 
as my ſon Benjamin is arrived, he is to make over to him 
his right of inheritance. Where's my daughter that is 10 
be—hah! old AJrrlin “ body o'me, I'm ſo glad I'm reveng'd 
on this undutiful rogue. 

Fore. Odſo, let me ſee; let me ſee the paper Ay, faith 
and troth, here *tis, if it will but hold——1 wiſh things 
were done, and the conveyance made—When was this 
ſign'd, what hour? Odſo, you ſhould have conſulted me 
for the time. Well, but we'll make haſte +... 

Sir Samp. Haſte, ay, ay; haſte enough my ſon Ben will 
be in town to night I have ordered my lawyer to draw 
up writings of ſettlement and jointure—All ſhall be done 
to night—No matter for the time; pr'ythee, brother 
Foreſight, leave ſuperiſtition—Pox o' th' time; there's no 
time but the time preſent, there's no more to be ſaid of 
what's paſt, and all that is to come will happen. If the fun 
ſhine by day, and the ſtars by night, why we ſhall know 
one another's faces without the help of a candle, and that's 


all rhe ſtars are good for. | 


Fore. How, how ? Sir Sampſon, that all? Give me leave 

to contradict you, and tell you. you are ignorant. 
Sir Samp., | tell you l am wiſe ; and /apiens dominalitur 
aſtris there's Latin for you to prove it, and an argument 
to 
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to confound your Ephemeris ——lgnorant—T tell you, I 
have travelled old Fircu, and know the globe. I have ſeen 
the 4ntipodes, where the ſun riſes at midnight, and ſets at 
noon-day. | 

Fore. But I tell you, I have travell'd, and travell'd in the 
celeſtial Spheres, know the Signs and the Planets, and their 
houſes. Can judge of motions direct and retrograde, 
of vextiles, Quadrates, Trines and Oppoſitions, fiery Tr:- 

ons and aquatical Trizons, Know whether life ſhall be 
ong or ſhort, happy or unhappy, whether diſeaſes are 
curable or incurable. If journeys ſhall be proſperous, 
undertakings ſucceſsful ; or goods ſtol'n recovered, 1 
know. 

Sir Samp. | know the length of the Emperor of Chira's 
foot; have kiſs'd the Great NMlegul's flipper, and rid a 
hunting upon an elephant with the Cham of Tartu. — 
Body o'we, I have made a cuckold of a king, aud the 
preſent majeſty of Bantam is the iſſue of thele lots. 

Fire. I know when travellers lye or ſpeak truth, whea 
they don't know themſelves. | 

Sir Samp. I have known an aſtrologer made a cuckold 
in the twinkling of a ſtar; and ſeen a conjurer, that cou'd 
not keep the devil out of his wife's circle. 

Fore. What, does he twit me with my wife too ? I muſt 
be better inform'd of this,. Z/de.]J— Do you mean my 
wife Sir Sampſon ? Tho' you made a cucko'd of the king 
of Batu mn. yet by the body of the ſun 

Sir Samp. By the horns of tte moon, you wou'd ſay, 
brother Capricorn. ; 

Fore. Caprice n in your teeth, thou modern Mandewi!, 


Ferdinand Mende Pinto was but a type of thee, thou liar 


of the firſt magnitude Take back your paper of inheri— 
tance ſend your ſon to fea again, I'll wed my daugliter 
to an Egyprian mummy, 'ere the ſhall incorporate with a 
contemner of ſciences, and a deſamer of virtue. 

Sir Somp. Body o'me, I have gone too far; I mutt 
not provoke honeſt Aibumazar. An Feyptian mummy 
is an illuſtrious creature, my truſty hierogiyphick ; and 
may have fignifications of ſuturity about him; odibu4, [ 
would my ſon were an Eg yptian mummy for thy fake, 
What, thou art not angry tor a jeſt, my good Hz!y I 
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reverence the ſun, moon and ſtars with all my heart 
What. 1']] make thee a preſent of a mummy : Now I think 
on't, body o'me, I have a ſhoulder of an Egyptian king, 
that J purloin'd from one of the pyramids, powdered with 
bieroglyphicks, thou ſhalt have it brought home to thy 
houſe, and make an entertainment for all the Philomaths, 
and ſtudents in phyſick and aſtrology in and about Londen. 

Fere. But what do you know of my wife, Sir Sampſon ? 

Sir Samp. Thy wife 1s a conſtellation of virtues ; ſhe's 
the moon, and hogan the man in the moon ; nay, ſhe 
15 more illuſtrious than the moon: for ſhe has her chalkity 
without her inconſtancy, ſbub I was but in jeſt. 


E 


[ To them] Jeremy. 

Sir Samp. How now, who ſent for you? Ha! What wou'd 
you have ? | 

Fore. Nay, if you were but in jeſt 
low ? I don't like his phyſiog nomy. 

Sir Samp. My ſon, fir ; what ſon, fir? My ſon Ben- 
jamin, hoh; | 

Jere. No, fir, Mr. Valentine, my maſter—'cis the firſt 
time he has been abroad ſince his confinement, and he 
comes to pay his duty to you. 

Sir Samp. Well, fir, 


SCE NB. VII. 


Foreſight, Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Jeremy. 

Tere. He is here, fir. 

'al Your bleſſing, fir. 

Sir Samp. You've had it already, fir, I think I ſent it you 
to day in a bill of four thouſand pound : a great deal of 
money, brother Fore/ighr. 

Fore. Ay indeed, Sir Sampſon, a great deal of money for 
a young man, I wonder what he can do with it! 

Sir Samp. Body o'me, ſo do I. Hark ye, Valentine, 
if there be too much, refund the ſuperfluity; doſt hear, 
boy? 

Lal. Superfluity, fir, it will ſcarce pay my debts.—I 
hope you will have more indulgence, than to oblige me 10 
thoſe hard conditions, which my neceſſity fign'd to. 


3 Sir 


Who's that fel- 
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Sir Samp. Sir, how, I beſeech you, what were you pleas'd 
to intimate, concerning indulgence. 

Val. Why, fir, that you would not go to the extre- 
mity of the conditions, but releaſe me at leaſt from ſome 

art 

Sir Samp. Oh fir, I underſtand you— that's all, ha? 

Val. Yes, ſir, all that J preſume to aſk. —But what you, 
out of fatherly fondneſs, will be plcas'd to add ſhall be 
doubly welcome. 

Sir Samp. No doubt of it, ſweet fir, but your filial pi- 
ety and my fatherly fondneſs wou'd fit like two tallies— 
Here's a rogue, brother Fore/ight. makes a bargain under 
hand and ſeal in the morning, and would be releas'd from 
it in the afternoon ; here's a rogue, dog, here's conſci- 
ence and honeſty ; this is your wit now, this is the mo- 
rality of your wits ! You are a wit, and have been a beau, 
and may be a Why, firrah, 1s 1t not here under hand 
and ſeal Can you deny it? 

Val. Sir, I don't deny it.— = 

Sir Sanp. Sirrah, you'll be hang'd ; I fhall live to fee 
you go up Heiborn-Hill—Has he not a rogue's face ?—- 
Speak, brother, you underſtand phyſiognomy, a hanging 
look to me of all my boys the moſt unlike me ; he 
o_ a damn'd Tyburn-Face, without the benefit o'the 
clergy. | 

"il Hum —— truly I don't care to diſcourage a young 
man he has a violent death in his face but I hope 
no danger of hanging. 

Val. Sir, is this uſage for your ſon ? —for that old 
— fool, I know how to laugh at him; but 

ou, fir 
' Sir Samp. You, fir; and you, fir ;:——— Why, who are 
you, fir? 

Val. Your ſon, fir. 

Sir Samp. That's more than I know, ſir, and JI believe 
not. : 

Val. Faith, I hope not. 

Sir Samp. What wou'd you have your mother a whore ! 
Did you ever hear the like! Did you ever hear the like! 
_ o'me. — N 

al. L would have an excuſe for your barbarity and un- 
natural uſage. 


C2 Sir 


—ͤä—j6G46õũã on. 
— —— — —  — —  —— — = = 


28 Love for Lo vx. 


Sir Samp. Excuſe! Impudence ! Why firrah, mayn't I 
do what | pleaſe ? Arc not you my ſlave? Did not | beget 
7 ? And might not I have choſen whether I would have 

egot you or no? Oons whoare you ? Whence came you ? 
W hat brought you into the world ? How came you here, 
fir ? Here, to ſtand here, upon thoſe two legs, and look 
erect with that audacious face, hah ? Anſwer me that? 
Did you come a volunteer into the world? Or did I, 
with the lJawiul authority of a parent, pieſs you to the 
ſervice. 25 EX | 

4. I know no more why I came, than you do why 
you call'd me. But here I am, and if you don't mean to 
provide for me, I defire you would leave me as you found 
me. 
Sir Samp. With all my heart: Come, uncaſe, ſtrip, and 
o naked out of the world, as you came into't : 

'al. My cloathes are ſoon put off; — But you muſt 


alſo diveſt me of reaſon, thought, paſſions, inclinations, ' 


affections, appetites, ſenſes, and the huge train of at- 
tendants that you begot along with me. 

Sir Samp. Body o'me, what a many-headed monſter 
have I propagated |! | 

Val. I am of myſelf a plain eaſy ſimple Creature; and 
to be kept at ſmall expence; but the retinue that you 
gave me are craving and invincible ; they are ſo many 
devils that you have raiſed, and will have employment. 
Sir Samp. Oons, what had I to do to get children, — 
can't a private man be born without all theſe followers ? 
Why nothing under an emperor ſhould be born with 
appetites, - Why, at this rate a fellow that has but a 
groat in his pocket, may have a ſtomach capable of a 


ten ſhilling ordinary. a 
ere. Nay that's as clear as the ſun; I'll make oath of 


it before any Juſtice in Midaleſex. 

Sir Samp. Here's a cormorant too. — S'heart this fel- 
low was not born with you ? did not beget bim, 
did 1? „ 

Fere. By the proviſion that's made for me, you might 
have begot me too : Nay, and to tell your worſhip 
another truth, I believe you did, for I find I was born 
with thoſe ſame whoreſon appetites too, that my maiter 


peaks of, 
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dir Samp Why look you there now, P11 maintain 
it, that by the rule of right reaſon. this fellow ought to 
have been born without a palate.—8'heart, what ſhould 
he do with a diſtinguiſhing taſte ?— 1 warrant you he'd ra- 
ther eat a pheaſant than a piece of poor John : and ſmell, 
now, why I warrant he can ſmell, and loves perfumes a- 
bove a ſtink—— Why there's it; and muſick, don't you 
love muſick, ſcoundrel ? | 

Tere. Yes, I have a reaſonable good ear, fir, as to jiggs 
aud coontry dances z and the like; Idon't much matter 
your ©-/o's or $:14t9's they give me the ſpleen. | 
Sir Samp. The ſpleen, ha, ha, ha, a 2 con found you 

Solos or Sonato's? Oons whole fon are you? how 
were you engendred, muckworm ? 

Tere. l am by father the ſon of a chairman; my mother 
ſold oiſters in winter, and cucumbers in ſummer and | came 
up ſtairs into the world; for I was born in a cellar, 

Fore By your loo!:s, you ſhou'd go up ſtairs out of the 
world too, friend. by 

Sir amp. And if this rogue were anatomiz'd now, and 
diſected, he has his veſſels of digeſtion and concoction, aud 
ſo forth, large enough for the inſide of a cardinal, this ſon 
of a cucumber ['heſe things are unaccountable aud 
unreaſonable - Body o'me, why was not I a bear ? that my 
cubs might have liv'd upon ſucking their paws ; nature 
has been provident only io bears and ſpiders ; the one has 
its nutriment in his own hands; and t'other ſpins his ha- 
bitation out of his own entrails. _ 

Val. Fortune was provident enough to ſupply all the 
neceſſities of my nature, if I had my right of inheritance. 

Sir Samp. Again! *Oons han't you four thouſand pound 
—1f I had it again, I wou'd not give thee a groat, 
What, would'ſt thou have me turn pelican, and feed thee 
out of my own vitals ?——*S'heart, live by your wits, 
You were always fond of the wits, —Now let's 
ſee, if you have wit enough to keep yourſelf—— Your 
brother will be in town to night, or to morrow morning, 
and then look you perform covenants, and ſo your friend 
and ſervant——Come, brother Forefght. | 

S. R VIII. 
Valentine, Jeremy. 
Jere. I told you what your viſit wou'd come to. 
C3 | Vat. 
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Val. "Tis as much as I expected did not come to ſce 
him: I came to Angelica: But ſince ſhe was gone abroad, 
it was caſily turn'd another way; and at leaſt look'd well 
en my ſide: what's here ? Mrs. Fere/fight and Mrs. Frail, 
they are earneſt, —-]Il avoid *em—-Come this way, and 
go and enquire when Arge/ica will return, 


enn N 


Mrs. Foreſight and Mrs. Frail. 


Mrs. Frail. What have you to do to watch me? *S'life I'll 
do what I pleaſe. 


Mrs. Fore. You will? 

Mrs. Frail. Yes, marry will IA great piece of Buſineſs 
to go to Covent-Gargen Square in a hackney-coach, and take 
a turn with one's friend. 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, two or three turns, I'll take my oath. 

Mrs. Frail. Well, what if I took twenty—-I warrant if 
you had been there, it had been only innocent recreation, 
Lord, where's the comfort of this life, if we can't have 
the happineſs of converſing where we like ? 

Mrs. Fore. But can't you converſe at home ? I own 
it, I think there's no happineſs like converſing with an a- 


| aces man; I don't quarrel at that, nor 1 don't think 


ut your converſation was very innocent ; but the place is 
publick, and to be ſeen with a man in a hackney-coack is 
ſcandalous : what if any body elſe ſhould have ſeen you 
alite, as I did ? How can any body be happy, while 
they're in perpetual fear of being ſeen and cenſur'd *? 


' Beſides it would not only reflect upon you, ſiſter, but me. 


Mrs. Frail. Pooh, here's a clutter—-Why ſhou'd it re- 
flect upon you? don't doubt but you have thought your- 
ſelf happy in a hackney-coach before now—if I had gone to 
Knightſoridge, or to Chelſea, or to Spring-Garden, or Barn- 
Elns with a man alone——ſomething might have been ſaid. 

Mrs. Fore. Why, was I ever in any of thoſe places ? what 
do you mean, ſiſter? | | 

Mrs. Frail. Was I? what do you mean? 

Mrs. Fore. You have been at a worſe place. 

Mrs, Frail. I at a worſe place, and with a man! 


Mrs, Fore. I ſuppoſe you wou'd not go alone to the 
World's-End, 


Mr.. 
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Mrs. Frail, The World's-End ! what do you mean to ban- 
ter me ? 
Mrs. Fore. Poor innocent ! You don't know that there's 
a place call'd the World's-End l'll ſwear you can keep 
your countenance purely, you'd make an admirable player. 

Mrs, Frail. I'll ſwear you have a great deal of conn- 
dence, and in my mind too much for the ſtage. 

Mrs. Fore. Very well, that will appear who has moilt 
you never were at the World's-End ? 

Mrs. Frail. No. 

Mrs. Fore. You deny it poſitively to my face. 

Mrs. Frail, Your face, what's your fice ? 

Ars. Fore, No matter for that, it's as good a face as 

ours, 
, Mrs. Frail. Not by a dozen years wearing.—-But I do 
deny it poſitively to your face then. 
- Mrs. Fore, I'll allow you now to find fault with my face; 
————-for PIl ſwear your impudence has put me out of coun- 
tenance ; —But look you here now, - where did you loic 
this gold bodkin ?——Oh ſiſter, ſiſter ! 
Ms. Frail. My bodkin ! 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, 'tis yours, look at it. 

Mrs. Frail. Well, if you go to that, where did you find 
this bodkin ? Oh ſiſter, filter !——ſiſter every way. 

Mrs. Fore. O devil on't, that I could not diſcover her, 
without betraying myſclf. Aide. 

Mrs. Frail. L have heard gentlemen ſay, ſiſter; that one 
ſhould take great care, when one makes a thruſt in fencing, 
not to lie open ones ſelf. o 

Mrs. Fere. It's very true, ſitter: well, ſince all s out, and 
as you ſay, ſince we are both wounded, let us do what is 
often done in duels, take care of one another, and grow 
better friends than before. 

Mrs. Frail, With all my heart, give me your hand in to- 
ken of ſiſterly ſecrecy and affection. 

Mrs. Fore. Here ' tis with all my heart. 

Mrs. Frail. Well, I have : to tell truth, and ſpeak open- 
ly to one another: I'm afraid the world have ooferv'd us 
more than we have obſerv'd one another, You have a rich 
huſband, and are provided for, I am at a loſs, and have 
no great ſtock either of fortune or reputation; and there- 
tore mult look ſharply about me, Sir Samy/on has a fon 
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that is expected to night ; by the account J have heard of 
his education, can be no conjurer : the eſtate you know 18 
to be made over to him: Now if I could wheedle him, 
ſiſter, ha ? you underſtand me ? 

Mrs. Fore. | do; and will help yoa to the utmoſt of my 
power—And I can tell yon one thing that falls out luckily 
enough; my aukard daughter. in law, who you know is de- 
ſigned to be his wife, is grown fond of Mr. Tattle; now if 
we can improve that and make her have an averſion for the 
booby, it may goa great way towards his liking you. Here 
they come together ; and let us contrive ſome way or other 
to leave 'em together, 


N NX. 


[To them] Tattle and Miſs Prue. a 


A7. Mother, mother, mother, look you here. 

Mrs. Fere. Fy, fy, miſs, how you bawl-— Beſides, I have 
told you, you mult not call me mother. 

Miss. What muſt 1 call you then, are you not my father's 
wife ? 

rs. Fore. Madam; you muſt fay madam ——By my 
ſoul, I ſhall fancy myſelf old indeed, to have this great 
girl call me mother — Well, but miſs, what are you ſo 
overjoyed at ? 

Miss. Look you here, madam then, what Mr. Tattle has 
given me——Look you here, couſin, here's a ſnuff. box; nay, 
there's ſnuff in't; here, will you have any Oh 
good ! how ſweet it i — Mr. Tatile is all over ſweet, his 

eruke is ſweet, and his gloves are ſweet, —and his hand- 
Lerchief is ſweet, pure ſweet, ſweeter than rotes Smell 
him mother, madam, 1 mean He gave me this ring 
tor a kiſs. | | | 

Tatt. O fy, miſs; you muſt not kiſs and tel], 

Miſe. Les; 1 may tell my mother—And he ſays he'll 
give me ſomething to make me ſmell fo Oh pray lend 
me your handkerchief——Smell, couſin ; he ſays, he'll give 
me ſomething that will make my ſmock ſmell this way 
Is not it pure ?-—It's better than lavender mun——Pm re- 
folv'd | won't let nurſe put any more lavender among my 
imocks ha, couſin ? | | 
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Mrs. Frail. Fy, miſs; amongſt your linnen you muſt 


Miſs. 


fax——You wuſt never ſay ſmock. 
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N. Why, it is not bawdy, is it couſin ? 

Tatt. Oh madam; you are too ſevere upon miſs; you 
muſt not find fault with her pretty ſimplicity, it becomes 
her ſtrangely—pretty miſs, don't let em perſuade you out 
of your innocency. ; 

Mrs. Fore. Oh, demm you, toad ——l wiſh you don't 
perſuade her out of her innocency. 

Tatt. Whol, madam ? Oh lord, how can your la- 
dyſhip have ſuch a thought ſure you don't know 
ine ? 

Ars. Frail. Ah devil, ſly devil He's as cloſe, ſiller, 
as a confeſſor He thinks we don't obſerve him. 

Mrs. Fore. A cunning cur, how ſoon he cou'd find out a 
freſh harmleſs creature ; and left us, ſiſter, preſently. 

Tait. Upon reputation. 

Ars. Fore. They're all ſo, ſiſter, I warrant it 
would break Mr. Tatile's heart, to think that any body. elſe 
ſhould be beforehand with him. 

Tatt. Oh lord, I ſwear l would not for the world 

Mrs. Frail. O hang you; who'll believe you ?—You'd 
be hang'd before you'd confeſs we know you— She's 
very pretty !—Lord, what pure red and white! ſhe looks 
ſo wholeſome ——ne'er ſtir, I don't know, but | fancy, if 1 
were a man 

Mi/s. How you love to jeer one, couſin. | 

Mrs. Fore. Hark'ee, ſiſter.— By my foul the girl is ſpoiPd 
already —-d'ye think ſhe'll ever endure a great lubberly 
tar pawlin Gad ] warrant you, ſhe won't let him come 
near her, after Mr. Tattle. | 

Mrs. Frail. O' my foul, Um afraid not—eh !- filthy 
creature, that ſmells all of pitch and tar devil take you, 
you confounded toad why did you ſee her, before ſhe 
was married ? 

Alrs. Fure. Nay, why did we let him—My huſband will 
hang us—He'll think we brought 'em acquainted. | 

Mrs Frail. Come, faith let us be gone If my brother 
Fore/ight ſhou'd find us with chem; He'd think fo, ſure 
enough. 

Mrs. Fore. So he wou'd—but then leaving 'em together 
is as bad—And he's ſuch a fly devil, he'll never miſs an 


opportuuity. 
8 8 Ay, 
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Mrs. Frail, 1 don't care; I won't be ſeen in't. 
Ars Fore, Well, if you ſhould, Mr. Tatztle, you'll have 


a world to anſwer for, remember I waſh my hands of it, 
I'm thoroughly innocent. | 


S NR XI. 


Tattle, Miſs Prue. 

NMi/s. What makes em go away, Mr. Tattle? What do 
they mean, do you know! | | | 

Tatt. Yes, my dear think I can gueſs —But hang 
me if I know the reaſon of it. 

Mie. Come, muit not we go too? 

Tatt. No, no, they don't mean that. 

Mig. No! what then ? what ſhall you and I do together, 


_ Tait 1 muſt make love to you, pretty miſs ; will you let 
me make love to you ? 


Mi s. Yes, if you pleaſe, 

Tatt. Frank, I gad, at leaſt. What a pox does Mrs. 
Tor, ſight mean by this civility ? is it to make a ſool of me ? 
or does ſhe leave us together out of good morality, and do 
as ſhe wou'd be done by—Gad VI! underſtand it fo. | A/ide. 

Mi, Well; and how will you make love to me—Come, 
] long to have you begin—muft I make love too? You muſt 
tell me how, | 

Tait, You muſt let me ſpeak, miſs, you muſt not ſpeak 
firſt ; I muſt ak you queſtions, and you muſt anſwer. 

Mig. What, is it like the catechiſin Come then, aſk 
me. 

Tott. D'ye think you can love me? 

NM. Yes. 

7 att. Pooh, pox, you muſt not ſay yes already; I ſhar't 
eare a farthing for you then in a twinkling. 

Miſs, What mult I ſay then? 

' Tait. Why you muſt ſay no, or you believe not, or you 
can't tell——— _. | 

Miſe. Why mult I tell alye then? 

Tatt. Yes, it you'll be well-bred. All well-bred perſons 
Ive—Pefides, you are a woman, you muſt never ſpeak what 
you think: your words muſt contradict your thoughts; but 
your actions may contradict your words, So, when | aſk 
you, if you can love me, you mult ſay no, but you mult love 
me t00—1f I tell you you are handſome, you muſt deny ” 
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and ſay I flatter you——But you muſt think q ourſelf more 
charming than I ſpeak you : And like me for the beau- 
ty which I ſay you have, as much as if [ had it myſelf 
If laſs you to kiſs me, you mult be angry, but you muſt not 
refulſz me, If 1 aſk you for more, you mult be more angry, 
but more complying ; and as ſoon as ever I make 
you ſay you'll cry oat, you mult be ſure to hold your 
tongue. 
Miſs. O lord, I ſwear this is pure,—T like it better than 
our old faſhion'd country way of ſpeaking one's mind; 
and mult not you lye too? 

Tatt. Hum ves — But you muſt believe I ſpeak truth. 

Mi/5. O Gemini! Well, I always had a great mind to tell 
lyes—but they frighted me, and ſaid it was a fin. 

Tatt. Well, my pretty creature; will you make me hap- 
Py by giving me a kiſs ? | | 

Miss. No, indeed; Pm angry at you. 

[ Runs and kiſs him, 

Tatt. Held, hold, that's pretty well—but you ſhould 
not have given it me, but have fuftered me to have taken it, 

Miſs, Well, we'll do't again, 

Tait. With all my heart 


Miſs, Piſh. 

Tait. That's right,—Again my charmer, [ Kiſs again, 

M/s. O fy, nay, now I can't abide you. 

Tart. Admirable! that was as well as if you had been born 
and bred in Covent Garden, —And won't you ſhew me, 
pretty miſs, where your bed-chamber is? 

Mis. No, indeed won't I; but I'll run there, and hide 
myſelf from you behind the curtains. 

Tatt PII follow vou. | 

NI. Ah, but FI hold the door with both hands, and 
be anory ; and you ſhall pulh me down before you 
come 1n. 

Tatt, No, Pl come in firſt, and puſh you down afterwards, 

Mast. Will you ? then I'il be more angry, and more 
complying. 

T att. Then I'll make you cry our 

Miſs. O but you ſhan'r, for PII held my tongue. 

Jatt. Oh my dear apt ſcholar. | 

Miſs. Well, vow run and make more haſte than yoa: 

T att, You ſhall fot fl, fo falt, as I'll purſue. AC 


Now then my little angel, 
| [K:fjes Jer. 
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ACT III. SCENE LI 
Nurſe alone. 


urſe IS 8, miſs, miſs Prue — Mercy on me, marry 

and amen. Why, what's become of the child? 
—Why mis, miſs Foręſigbt — Sure ſhe has lockt herſelf up 
in her chamber, and gone to ſleep, or to prayers : mils, 
miſs, J hear her—Come to your father, child: open the 
door Open the door, or? 6c hear you cry huſht—— 
O lord, who's there? C peeps.] What's here to do ?—O the 
father! a man with her !—Why, miſs I ſay ; God's my 
life, here's fine doing towards O lord, we'er all undone— 
O you young harlotry { Knocks} Od's my life, won't you 
open the door? [I'll come in the back way. 


SC NE 


Tattle, Miſs Prue. 


Miſs. O lord, ſhe's coming——and ſhe'll tell my father, 
what ſhall I do now ? | | 

Tatt. Pox take her? if ſhe had ſtaid two minutes longer, 
I ſhou'd have wiſhed for her coming. 

Miss. O dear, what ſhall I fay ? tell me Mr. Tartle, tell 
me a lye. 

Tatt. There's no occaſion for a lye; I could never tell a 
lye to no purpoſe But fince we have done nothing, we 
muſt ſay nothing. I think, I hear her — I'll leave you to- 
gether, and come of as you can. 

[Thrufts her in, and ſhuts the door. 


S ON. EB ER III. 


Tattle, Valentine, Scandal, Angelica. 


ng. You can't accuſe me of inconſtancy; I never told 
you that I lov'd you. | 

Val.” But I can accuſe you of uncertainty, for not telling 
me whether you did or not. 

Ang. You miſtake indifference for uncertainty ! I never 


had concern enough to aſk myſelf the queſtion. 


Scan. Nor good-nature enough to anſwer him that did aſk 
you : I'll ſay that for you, madam, | 
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eing. What are you ſetting up for good- nature? 

Scan. Only for the affeQation of it, as the women do for 
ill- nature. p 

Ang. Perſuade your friend, that It is all affectation. 

Scan. I ſhall receive no benefit from the opinion: for J 
know no effectual difference between continued affectation 
and reality. 


nN. 


[To them]Sir Sampſon, Mis. Frail, M/s Prue, and Servant, 


Sir Samp Is Ben come? odſo, my ſon Ben come? odd, 
I'm glad on't: where is he? I long to ſee him. Now, 
Mrs. Frail, you ſhall ſee my ſon Ben - Body o'me, he's the 
hopes of my family—l han't ſeen him theſe three years 
I warrant he's grown——Call him in, bid him make haſte 
l'm ready to cry for joy 

Mrs. Frail. Now miſs you ſhall ſee your huſband. 

Miſs. Piſh, he ſhall be none of my huſband. | 

Afige to Frail. 

Mrs. Frail. Huſh : well he ſhan't; leave that to me—['11 
beckon Mr. Tatile to us. 

Ang. Won't you ſtay and ſee your brother ? 

Val. We are the twin-ſtars, and cannot ſhine in one 
ſphere; when he riſes I muſt ſet—Beſides, if I ſhould ſtay, 
J don't know but my father in good nature may preſs me 
to the immediate ſigning the deed of conveyance of my e- 
ſtate ; and Þ 11 defer ic as long as I can — Well, you'll come 
to a reſolution. 

Ang. I can't, Reſolution muſt come to me, or 1 ſhall 
never have one, | 

Scan. Come, Valentine, T'll go with you; I've ſomething 
in my head to communicate to you, 


S EN RB V. 1 
Angelica, Sir Sampſon, Tattle, Mrs. Frail, Mi/s Prue. 


Sir Samp. What, is my ſon Valentine gone? What, is he 
ſneak'd off, and would not ſee his brother? There's an un- 
natural whelp ! there's an ill natur'd dog! what were you 
here too, madam, and could not keep him! cou'd neither 
love, nor duty, nor natural affection oblige him. Odſbud, 


madam, have no more to ſay to him; he is not worth your 
| . conſideration, 
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confederation, The rougue has not a drachm of generous 
love about him: all intereſt, all intereſt ; he's an undone 
ſcoundre], and courts your eſtate: body o'me, he does not 
care a doit for your perſon, 

Ang. I'm pretty even with him, Sir Sampſon; for if ever 
T cou'd have lik'd any thing in him, it mould have been 
his eſtate too: but ſince that's gone, the bait's off, and the 
naked hook appears. 

Sir Sam, Odſhud, well ſpoken ; and you are a wiſer wo- 
man than I thoughtyou were: for moſt young women now- 
a-days are to be tempted with a naked hook 

Ang. If I marry. Sir Samp/on, I'm for a good eſtate with 
any man, and for any man with a good eſtate: therefore 
3f I were oblig'd to make a choice, I declare I'd rather 
have you than your fon, 

Sir Samp. Faith and troth you're a wiſe woman and I'm 
glad to hear you ſay fo; I was afraid you were in love with 
the reprobate; odd, I was ſorry for you with all my heart: 
hang him, mungrel ; cat him off; you ſhall ſee the rogue 
fhew himſelf, and make love to ſome deſponding Cadua of 
fourſcore for fuſtenance. Odd, I love to ſee a young ſpend- 


thrift forc'd to cling to an old woman for ſupport, like ivy 


round a dead oak: faith Ido; I love to fee em hug and, 
cotten together, like down upon a thiſtle, 


8 CNE VI. 


[To them] Ben, Legend, and Scrwuant. 


Ben, Where's father ? 

Serv. There, fir, his back's toward you, : 

Sir Samp. My fon Ben bleſs thee my dear boy; body 
& me, thou art heartily welcome. 

Ben. I hank you father, and I'm glad to ſee you. 

Sir Samp. Odibud, and l'm glad to ſee thee, kiſs me, boy, 
kiſs me again and again, dear Ben. [Kifjes him. 

Ben, So, fo, enough ſather— Meſs, Fd rather kiſs theſe 
gentlewoman. | 

Sir Samp. And ſo thou ſhalt 
fon Ben. 


Mrs. Angelica, my 


[Salutes her.] Nay miſ- 


treſs, I'm not for dopping anchor here; about ſhip I faith 
— [Kiſſes 
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— 42 Frail.] Nay, and you too, my little cock- boat 
— 2 Ks di, 


Tatt. Sir, you're welcome a- ſhore. 

Ben. Thank yon, thank you, friend. 

Sir Samp. Thou haſt been many a weary league Ben, ſince 
J ſaw thee. | 

Ben. Ey, ey, been! been far enough, an that be all 
Well, Father, and how do all at home? how does brother 
Dick and brother Val? 

Sir Samp. Dick, body o'me, Dick has been dead theſe two 
years; 1 writ you word, when you were at Leghorn. 

Ben, Meſs, that's true : marry I had forgot. Dic#'s dead 
as you fay-— Well, and how? I have many queſtions to 
aſk you; well, you ben't marry'd again father, be you? 

Sir Samp. No, I intend you ſhall marry, Ben; I would not 
marry for thy fake. 

Ben. Nay, what does that ſignify ?——an your marry a- 
gain Why then, I'll go to ſea again, ſo there's one for 
other, an that be all Pray don't let me be your hin- 
drance; e'en marry a god's name an the wind fit that way. 
As for my part, may-hap I have no mind to marry. 

Mrs. Frail. That wou'd be pity, ſuch a handſome young 
gentleman. 

Ben. Handſome ! he, he, he, nay forſooth, an you be for 
joking, I'll joke with you, for I love my jeſt, an the ſhip 
were ſinking, as we ſayn at ſea. But I'll tell you why [ 
don't much ſtand towards matrimony. I love to roam a- 
bout from port to port, and from land to land: I could ne- 
ver abide to be port-bound, as we call it : now a man that 
is marry'd, has as it were, d'ye ſee, his feet in the bilboes, 
and may-hap mayn't get 'em out again when he wou'd, 

Sir. Samp, Beu's a wag. | 

Ben. A man that is marry'd, d'ye ſee, is no more like a- 
nother man, than a gally-flave is like one of us free ſailors, 
he is chain'd to an oar all his life; and may-hap forc'd to 
tug a leaky veſſel into the bargain. 

Sir Samp. A very wag, Ben's a very wag; only a little 
rough, he want's a little poliſhing. 

Mrs. Frail. Not at all ; I like his humour mightily, it's 


plain and honeſt, I ſhou'd like fach a humour in a huſband 
extremely. 
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Ben. Say'n you ſo forfooth ? marry, and I ſhon'd like ſuch 
a handſome gentlewoman for a bedfellow hugely ; how ſay 
you, miſtreſs, wou'd you like going to ſea ? mefs, you're 
a tight veſſel, and well rigg'd, and you were but as well 
mann'd. | 

Mrs. Frail. I ſhou'd not doubt tbat, if you were maſter 
of me. | | 

Ben. But I'll tell you one thing, an you come to ſea in a 
high wind, or that lady You mayn't carry ſo much ſail 
o'yorf head—Top and top gallant, by the meſs. 

Mrs. Frail. No, why io ? 

Bon. Why an you do, you may run the riſk to be overſet, 
and then you'll carry your keels above water, he, he, he. 

Arg. I ſwear Mr. Fenjamn is the verieſt wag in nature 
an abſolute ſea-wit. 

Sir Samp. Nay Ben has parts, but as I told you before 
they want a little poliſhing : You muſt not take any thing 
ill, madam. 

Ben. No, I hope the gentlewoman is not angry; I mean 
all in good part: for if I give a jeſt, I'll take a jeſt : and ſo 
forſooth you may be as free with me 

Ang. | thank you hr, I am not at all offended ; But me- 
thinks, Sir Samp/on, you ſhou'd leave him alone with his 
miſtreſs, Mr, Tazitle, we muſt not hinder lovers. | 

Tait. Well Miſs, I have your promiſe, [Aide ts Mis, 

Sir Samp. Body o'me, mad am you ſay true :—Look you. 
Ben, this is your miſtreſ— Come, Miſs, you muit not be 
ſhame-fac'd, we'll leave you together, 

Mis. Tcan't abide to be left alone, mayn'tmy couſin ſlay 
with me ? 

Sir dump. No, no. Come, let's away. 

Ben, Look you, father, may-hap the young woman 
mayn't take a liking to me. 

Sir Samp I warrant thee, boy, come, come, we'l} be 
gone; I'll ventuie that. 


nn. 
Ben, and Miſs Prue. 


Ben. Come, miſtreſs, will you pleaſe to fit down ? for an 
you ſtand a ſtern a that'n, we ſhall never grapple together, 
— Come, I'll haule a chair; there, an you pleaſe to fit, i'll 


fit by you. 
Mi. 
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Mi/; Yog need not fit fo near one, if you have any thing 
to ſay, I can hear you father off, I an't deaf. 

Ben. Why that's true, as you ſay, nor I an't dumb, I can 
be heard as far as another, — I'll heave off to pleaſe you. [Site 


further off ] An we were a league aſſunder, I'd undertake 


to hold diſcourſe with you, an twere not a main high wind 
indeed, and full in my teeth. Look you forſooth, I am as 
it were, bound for the land of matrimony ; 'tis a voyage 
d'ye ſee, that was none of my ſeek ing, Iwas commanded by 


father, and if you like of it, may-hap I may ſteer into your 


harbour, How ſay you, miſtreſs ? the ſhort of the thing 1s, 
that if you like me, and I like you, we may chance to ſwing 
in a hammock together, | 1 

M:/s. I don't know what to ſay to you, nor J don't care 
to ſpeak with you at all. | 
Bien. No, I'm ſorry for that. 
ſo ſcornful ? | 

Miſs. As long as one muſt not ſpeak one's mind, one had 
better not ſpeak at all, I think, and truly I won't tell a lye 
for the matter. 

Ben. Nay, yon ſay true in that, it's but a folly to lye: 
for to ſpeak one thing, and to think juſt the contrary way; 
is as it were, to look one way, and to row another. Now, 
for my part d'ye ſee, 'm for carrying things above board, 
I'm not for keeping any thing under hatches, —ſo that if 
you ben't as willing as I, ſay ſo a god's name, there's no 
harm done; may-hap you may be ſhame-fac'd, ſome maid- 
ens thof' they love a man well enough, yet they don't care 


But pray why are you 


to tell'n ſo to's face: if that's the caſe, why filence gives 


conſent. 

Mifs. But Pm ſore it is not fo, for I'll ſpeak ſooner than 
you ſhall believe that; and I'll ſpeak truth, tho' one ſhould 
always tell a lye to a man; and [ don't care, let my father 
do what he will; I'm too big to be whipt, fo I'Il tell you 
plainly, I don't like you, nor love you at all, nor nerer 
will, that's more : ſo, there's your anſwer for you; and 
don't trouble me no more, you ugly thing. 

Ben. Loox you, young woman, you may learn to give 
good words however, Hooks you fair, d'ye ſee, and civil. 
—As for your love or your liking, I don't value it of a ropes 
end ;—And may-hap I like you as little as you do me: 
What I ſaid was in obedience to father; gad I fear a whip- 


bing 
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ping no more than you do. But I tell you one thing, if yow 
ſhou'd give ſuch language at fea, you'd have a cat o'nine- 
rails laid croſs your ſhoulders. Fleſh! who are you? you 
heard t'other hand ome young woman ſpeak civilly to me, 
of her own accord : whatever you think of yourſelf, gad I 
don't think you are any more to compare to her, than a can 
of ſmall- beer to a bowl of punch. | 

Ali/s. Well and there's a handſome gentleman, and a fine 
1 and a ſweet gentleman, that was here that 

ies me, and I love him ; and 1t he ſees you ſpeak to me 
any more, he'll thraſh you jacket for you, he will, you great 
ſea-calf. | 

Ber, What, do vou mean that fair-weather ſpark that was 
here juſt now? will he thraſh my jacket ?—Let'n—let'n.— 
But an he comes near me, may-hap I may have giv'n a ſalt 
Eel for's ſupper, for all that. What does father mean to 
leave me alone as | come home, with ſuch a dirty dowdy— 
Sea-calf? I an't calf enough to lick your chalk'd face, you 
cheeſe-curd you, marry thee! Oons I'll marry a Lapland 
witch as focn, and live upon ſelling contrary winds, and 
wreck'd veſſels. 

Mi/s. 1 won't be call'd names, nor I won't be abus'd thus, 
fo Il won't—IfI were a man Cries, you durſt not talk 
at this rate No you durſt not, you ſtinking tar-barrel. 


S. G E N E VIII. 


[To them] Mrs, Foreſight and Mrs. F rail. 


Mrs. Fore. They have quarrel'd juſt as we cou'd wiſh. 

Ben. Tar barrel? let your ſweet-heart there call me ſo, if 
he'll rake your part, your Tom Effence,and I'll fiy ſemething 
to him; gad I lace his muſk-doublet for him, I'll make 
him ſtink ; he ſhall ſmell more like a weaſel than a civet- 
cat, afore 1 ha' done with' en. 

Mrs. Fore. Bleſs me, what's the matter, miſs ? what does 
ſhe cry ? Mr. Benjamin, what have you done to her ? 

Ben. Let her cry : the more ſhe cries the leſs ſhe'll—he 
hes been gathering foul weather in her mouth and now it 
rains out at her eyes, yok 


Mrs. Fore, Come, miſs, come along with me, and tell me, 
poor child. | 
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Irs. Frail. Lord, what ſhall we do, there's my brother 
Forefight, and Sir Sampſon coming. Siſter do you take miſs 
down into the parlour, and I'll carry Mr. Benjamin into 
my chamber, for they muſt not know that they are ſall'n 
out, —Come, fir, will you venture yourſelf with me? 
[ Looking kindly on him, 
Ben. Venture, meſs, and that I will, tho? twere to ſea in 
a ſtorm. 


S RN E IX. 
Sir Sampſon and Foreſight. 


Sir Samp. I leſt 'em together here? what are they gone ? 
Ben's a briſk boy: he has got her into a corner, father's own 
ſon, faith, he'll rouz!e her, and mouzzle her: the rogue's 
ſharp ſer, coming from ſea ; if he ſhou'd not ſtay for ſaying 

race, old Forefig ht, but fall to without the help of a parſon, 
ha ? odd if he ſhou'd, I cou'd not be angry with him; 
'twould be but like me, A chip of theeld black. Ha! thou'rt 
melancholic, old prognoſtication ; as melancholic as if thou 
hadft ſpilt the ſalt, or par'd thy nai's on a Sunday: 
Come, cheer up, look about thee : look up old ſtar-gazer. 
Now is he poring upon the ground for a crooked pin, or 
an old horſe- nail, with the head towards him. 

Fore. Sir Sampſon, we'll have the wedding to-morrow 
morning. 

Sir Samp. With all my heart. 

Fore. At ten a clock, punctually at ten, 

Sir Samp. To a minute, to a ſecond ; thou ſhalt ſet thy 
watch, and the bridegroom thall obſerve its motions, 


Enter Servant. 


Sexy. Sir. fir. 
Fore. What's the matter ? 


Serv, Mr. Scandal, fir, deſires to ſpeak to you, upon 


earneſt buſineſs, which mult be told you, he ſays within this 
hour or *twill be too late. a 


Fore, I'll wait on him. —Sir Samp/on your ſervant. 


[ Exit. 

Sir Samp. What is this buſineſs, friend ? 
Serv. Sir, 'tis about your ſon Valentine ſomething has 
appeared 


44 Love for Love. 


appeared to him in a dream, that makes him prophecy. 
3 Exit Serv. 

Sir Samp. Hoity toity, what have I to do with his dreams 
or his divination——Body o' me, this is a trick to defer ſign- 
ing the conveyance. I warrant the devil will tell him in a 
dream, that he muſt not part with his eſtate, but 1'Il bring 
him a parſon, to tell him, that thedevil's a lyar— Or if that 
won't do, ji bring a lawyer that ſhall out-lye the devil. 
And fo FI! try whether my black-guard or his ſhall get the 
better of the day. | [ Exit. 


Enter Scandal, Mrs. Foreſight and Servant. 


Mrs. Fore. Go to your maſter with the great book of 
palmiſtry, it lies in the parlour window. 
_ Serv. Yes, madam, [ Exit. 

Mrs, Tere. Are not you a devil to amuſe my poor huſ- 
band abcut Valentine, and ſend him to pore over his bocks 
at this time of night, only that you might have an oppor- 
tunity of ſeducing me. 
Scan. No faith all that concerns Yalertine, is too true, as 
I'm afraid will be prov'd to morrow But for that oppor- 
tunity you was ſpeaking of—l1 think this too favourable a 
one to be Joſt. | 

Mrs. Fo:e. Why you dont think you are ever like to ſuc- 
cced in your deſign upon me? 

Scan. Ves faith, I have a better opinion of you, and my- 
ſelf too, than to deſpair. 

Mrs. Fore I'll ſwear you're impudent. 

Scan. Il ſwear you're handſome. 

Mrs Fore. Piſh, you'd tell me ſo, though you did not 
think ſo. 
Scan. And you'd think fo, tho' I ſhou'd not tell you fo, 
And now think we know one another pretty well. 

M, s. Fore. O lord, who's here? 


n. 


[To them] Mrs. Frail aud Ben. 


Ben. Meſs, | love to | pos my mind—Father has nothing 
to do with me,—Nay, I can't ſay that neither; he has ſome- 


thing to do with me. But what does that fignify ? If fo be. 
that 
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that I ben't minded to be ſteer'd by him; 'tis as tho'f he 
ſhould firive againſt wind and tide. 

Mrs. Frail Ay, but my dear, we muſt keep it ſecret *till 
the eſtate be ſettled; for you know marrying without an 
eſtate, is like ſailing in a ſhip without ballaſt, 

Ben. He, he, he; why that's true; juſt ſo for all the world 
it 15 indeed, as like as two cable ropes. 

Mrs Frail. And tho' I have a good portion; you know 
one would not venture all in one bottom, 

Ben. Why that's true again - for may-hap one bottom 
may ſpring a leak. You have hit it indeed, meſs, you've 
nick'd the channel. 


Mrs. Frail, Well, but if you ſhould forſake me after all, 
you'd break my heart. | 

Ben. Break your heart ? I'd rather the Marygold ſhou'd 
break her cable in a ſtorm, as well as 1 love her. Fleſh, you 
don't think Pm falſe-hearted, like a land man. A ſailor 
will be honeſt, tho'f may-hap he has never a penny of mo- 
ney in his pocket May-hap I may not have fo fair a 
face as a citizen or a courtier; but for all that, I've as 
good blood in my veins, and a heart as ſound as a biſket. 

Mrs. Frail. And will you love me always ? 

Ben. Nay, an I love once, I'll ftics like pitch; I'll tell 
you that. Come, ]'ll ſing you a ſong of a ſailor. 

Mrs. Frail. Hold, there's my ſiſter, I'll call her to 
ay it. If it won't interrupt you, I'll entertain you with 
a ſong. 

5.4 The ſong was made upon one of our ſhips-crew's 
wife; our boat-ſwain made the ſong, may-hap you may 
know her, fir, Before ſhe was marry'd, ſhe was calPd Bux- 
om Jan of Deptford. 

Scan. I have heard of her, Ihen jg. 


BALLAD 


Lo VE for Lovs. 


S A 1 IL. X 
Set by Mr. Fehn Eecles. 


J. 


Soldier and a ſailor, 
A tinker, and a taylor, 
Had once a doubtful ſtrife, ſir, 
To make a maid a wife, ſir, 
Whoſe name was buxom Joan. 
For now the time was ended, 
When ſhe no more intended, 
Jo lick her lips at men, ſir, 
And knaw the ſheets in vain, fir, 
And lie o' nights alone. 


II. 


The ſoldier ſwore like thunder, 
He loy'd her more than plunder ; 
And ſhew'd her many a ſcar, fir, 
That he had brought from far, fir, 
With fighting for her ſake. 
The taylor thought to pleaſe her, 
With off' ring her his meaſure, 
The tmker too with mettle, 
Said he could mend her kettle, 
And ſtop up ev'ry leak. 


III. 


But while theſe three were prating, 

The ſailor ſlily waiting, 

Thought if it came about, ſir, 

That they ſhould all fall out, ſir, 
He then might play his part. 

And juſt e'en as he meant, fir, 

To loggerheads they went, ſir, 

And then he let fly at her, 

A ſhot *twixt wind and water, 
That won this fair maid's heart. 


Ben, 


* — I PEP * * COD) 


— H—T—— — 


LOVE for Lov x. 47 


Ben. We're merry folks, we ſailors, we han't much to 
care for. Thus we live at ſea; eat bifket, and drink 
flip; put on a clean ſhirt once a quarter Come home, 
and lie with our landladies once a year, get rid of a little 
money; and then put off with the next fair wind. How 
d'ye like us ? | 
\ Mrs. Frail. O' you are the happieſt, merrieſt men 
alive. 

Mrs. Fore. We're beholden to Mr. Benjamin for this en- 
tertzinment. l believe it's late. | 

Ben. Why, forſooth, and you think ſo, you had beſt go 
to bed For my part, I mean to toſs a can, and remember 
my ſweetheart, a-fore | turn in; may-hap I may dream of 
her 


Mrs. Fore. Mr. Scandal, you had beſt go to bed and 
dream too. 


Scan. Why faith, I have a good lively imagination; and 
can dream as much to the purpoſe as another. 


There's nought but willing, waking love, that can 
Make bleſt the ripen'd maid and ſiniſb'd man. 


ACT 
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AV, SUCENE- 1 


> Valentine's Lodging. 
Scandal and Jeremy. 


Scan. E LL, is your maſter ready; does he look 
madly, and talk madly ? 

Fere. Yes ſir ; you need make ro great doubt of that; 
he that was ſo near turning poet yeſterday morning, can't 
be much to ſeek in playing the madman to day. 

Scan. Would he have Angelica acquainted with the rea- 
ſon of his _ ? 

Jere. No, fir, not yet? He has a mind to try, 
whether his playing the madman, won't make her play 
the fool, and fall in love with him; or at leaſt own, that 
ſhe has lov'd him all this while, and conceal'd it. 

Scan. I ſaw her take coach juſt now with her maid ; and 
think I heard her bid the coachman drive hither. 

Jere. Like enough, fir, for I told her maid this morn- 
ing, my maſter was run ſtark mad only for love of her 
miſtreſs; I hear a coach ſtop; if it ſhould be ſhe, fir, I be- 
heve he would not ſee her, *till he hears how ſhe takes it. 

Scan, Well, I'll try her —— Tis ſhe, here ſhe comes. 


SCENE II. 
[To them] Angelica avith Jenny. 
Arg. Mr. Scandal, I ſuppoſe you don't think it a no- 
velty, to ſee a woman viſit a man at his own lodgings in 
a morning? 

Scan. Not upon a kind occaſion, madam. But when 
a lady comes tyrannically to inſult a ruin'd lover, and 
make manifeſt the cruel triumphs of her beauty; the 
barbarity of it ſomething ſurpriſes me. 

Ang. I don't like raillery from a ſerious face 
Pray tell me what 1s the matter ? 

Jere. No ſtrange matter, madam ; my maſter's mad, 
that's all: I ſuppoſe your ladyſhip has thought him ſo a 
great while. i 

Ang. How d'ye mean, mad? ; 

Fere. Why faith, madam, he's mad for want of his 
wits, juſt as he was poor for want of money; his head is 
e en as light as his pockets; and any body that ont. 

2 mind 
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mind to a bad bargain, can't do better than to beg him 
for his eſtate. 
Ang. If you ſpeak truth, your endeavouring at wit is 
very unſeaſonable 
Scan. She's concern'd, and loves him. [ Hide. 
Ang. Mr. Scandal, you can't think me guilty of ſo much 
inhumanity, as not to be concern'd for a man | muit own 
myſelf oblig'd to pray tell me truth. 
Scan. Faith, madam, I wiſh telling a ive would mend 
oy matter, But this is no new eftect of an unſucceſsful 
ion. 
Ang. [ {fide.) I know not what to think - Vet I ſhowd 
2 vext to have a trick put upon me May I not fee 
im ? | h 
Scan. Pm afraid the phyſician is not willing you ſhou'd 
ſee him yet—Feremy, go in and enquire. 


. 


Scandal, Angelica, Jenny. 


Ang. Ha! I ſaw him wink and ſmile fancy 'tis 2 
trick l'll try | would diſguiſe to all the world a fai! 
ing, which 1 muſt own to you —l fear my happineſs de- 
pends upon the recovery of Valentine. | 

Scan. So, this is pretty plain Be not too much 
concern'd madam ; I hope his condition is not deſperate : 
An acknowledgment of love from you, perhaps, may 
work a cure; as the fear of your averſion occalion'd Þ:: 
diſtemper. | | 

Ang. [Aſide.] Say you ſo; nay then I'm convinc's, 
And if 1 don't play trick for trick, may [ never taſte the 
pleaſure of revenge——Acknowledgment of love! I find 
you have miſtaſten my compaſſion, and think me puilty 
of a weakneſs I'm a ſtranger to. Good nature and huma- 
nity oblige me to be concern'd for him; but to love u 
neither in my power nor inclination. | 

Scan. Hey, brave woman, I'faith Won't you ſee 
him then, if he deſire it? | 

Ang. What ſignify a madman's deſires ? Beſides, twou'd 
maſte me uneaſy - If I don't ſee him, perhaps my concern 
for him may leſſen If I forget him 'tis no more than 
he has done by himſelf; and now the ſurprize is over, 
methinks I am not half fo ſorry as 1 was. 


Scan 
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Scan. So, faith good nature works apace; you were 
oy juſt now an obligation to his love. 

Ang. But I have conſider'd that paſſions are unreaſon- 
able and involuntary ; if he love's he can't help it; and 
if I don't love, I can't help it; no more than he can help 
his being a man, or I my being a woman; or no mote 
than I can help the want of inclination to ſtay longer 
here —— Come, Jcuny. 

S RN E IV. 


Scandal, Jeremy, 
An admirable compoſition, faith, 


_— 


Scan. Humph ! 
this ſame womankind, 

Jere. What, is ſhe gone, fir? 

Scan. Gone; why ſhe was never here, nor any where 
elſe; nor I don't know her if I ſee her; nor you neither, 

Jere. Good lack! what's the matter now? are any | 
more of us to be mad ? why, fir, my maſter longs to ſee ; 
her; and is almoſt mad in good earneſt, with the joyful | 
news of her being here. 

Scan. We are all under a miftake—Aſkc no queſtions, 
for 1 can't reſolve you; but VII inform your maſter. In 
the mean time, if cur project ſucceed no better with his 
father than it does with his miſtreſs, he may deſcend from 
his exaltation of madneſs into the road of common ſenſe, 
and be content only to be made a fool with other reaſona- 
ble people. I hear fir Samſon. Voulmow your cue; I'll 
to your maſter. 


Ss CEN B EV. 
Jeremy, Sir Sampſon Legend, with a Lawyer. 


Sir Samp. D'ye ſee, Mr. Buckram, here's the paper 
ſign'd with his own hand. | 
Buck. Good, fir. And the conveyance is ready drawn | | 
in this box, if he be ready to ſign and ſeal. | 
Sir Samp. Ready, body o'me, he muſt be ready : His 
ſham-ſickneſs ſhan't excuſe him—— O, here's his ſcoun- 
dre), firrah, where's your maſter ? | 
Jere. Ah, fir, he's quite gone. | F 
Sir Samp. Gone! what, he is not dead? | 
Tere. No, fir, not dead. 
Sir Samp. What, is he gone out of town, run away, 
ha! has he trick'd me? ſpeak, varlet, 
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Jere, No, no, fir, he's ſafe enough, ſir, an he were 
but as ſound, poor gentleman. He 1s indeed here, fir, 
and not here, fir. 

Sir Samp. Hey day, raſcal, do you banter me? firrah, 
d'ye banter me, ——Speak, firrah, where is he, for 1 
will find him, 

Jere. Would you could, fir; for he has loſt himſelf, 
Indeed, fir, I have almoſt broke my heart about him— 
I cant't refrain tears when I think of him, fir; 'm as me- 
lancholy for him as a paſſing- bell, ſir; or a horſe in a pound. 

Sir Samp. A pox confound your ſimilitudes, fir ——— 
Speak to be underſtood, and tell me in plain terms what 
the matter is with him, or I'll crack your fool's ſkull, 

Fere. Ah, you've hit it, ſir; that's the matter with 
him, fir; his ſcull's crack'd, poor gentleman ; he's ſtark 
mad, fir. | 

Sir Samp. Mad ! 

Buck. What, is he Non Compos ? 

Fere. Quite Non Compos, fir. 

Buck. Why then all's obliterated, Sir Sampſon, if he 
be Non Compos Mentis, his act and deed will be of no ef- 
fect, it is not good in law. 

Sir Samp. Oons, I won't believe it; let me ſee him, 
Mad, I'll make him find his ſenſes. 

Jere. Mr. Scandal is with him, fir; I'll knock at the 

door. [ Goes to the ſcene which opens. 
Ss CB N28. VE, 


Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy, and Lawyer, 
(Valentine upon a Couch diſorderly dreſs d. 


Sir Samp, How now, what's here to do? 

Val. Ha! Who's that ? [ Sarting.* 

Scan. For heaven's ſake ſoftly, fir, and gently ; don't 
provoke him. 

Val. Anſwer me; Who is that? and that? 
Sir Samp. Gads bobs, does he not know me? Ts he 
miſchievous? I'll ſpeak gently——Za!, Val, doſt thou 
not know me, boy? not know thy own father, Val] Tam 


thy own father, and this is honeſt Brief Buckram the 
lawyer. | 


Val. It may be ſo 
world is full 


ſir 


I did not know you — the 
There are people that we do know, 
D 2 and 
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and people that we do not know; and yet the ſun ſhines 
upon all alike There are fathers that have many 
children ; and there are children that have many fathers 
tis ſtrange! but I am truth, and come to give the 
world the lye. 

Sir Samp. Body o'me, I know not what to ſay to him. 

al. Why does that lawyer wear black ? —— Does he 
carry his conſcience without fide ? lawyer, what 
art thou? doſt thou know me? | 

Buck. O lord, what muſt I fay ? Yes, fir. 

Val, 'I hou lyeſt, for I am truth. *Tis hard I cannot 
get a livelyhood amongſt you. I have bcen ſworn out of 
WW:/tni: flcr-Hall the firſt day of every term Let me 
ſee No matter how long But I'll tell you one 
thing; it's a queſtion that would puzzle an arithmeti- 
cian, 3f you ſhould aſk him, whether the bible ſaves more 
fouls in /efminfler- Abbey, or damns more in 1 
Hail: for my part, J am truth, and can't tell; | have 
very few acquaintance, 

Sir Samp, Body o me, he talks ſenſibly in his madneſs 
— Has he no intervals. 5 

ere, Very ſhort, fir. 

Fuckr. Sir, 1 can do you no ſervice while he's in this 
condition: here's your paper, fir—He may do me a 
miſchief if I ſtay 1'he conveyance is ready, fir, if 
ne recover his ſenſes. | 


Nin. 


Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy. 


©r Samp, Hold, hold, don't you go yet. 

Scan. You'd better let him go, fir; and ſend for him 
;f there be occaſion ; for I fancy his preſence provokes 
him more, 

Val. Ils the lawyer gone? 'tis well, then we may 
drink about without going together by the ears — heigh 
ho! what a clock is't? my father here! your bleſſing, 
fir ? 


Ser Samp. He recovers —— bleſs thee, Val. How 
doſt thou Co, boy? 


Val. Thank you, fir, pretty well — 1 have been a 
bitls out of order; won't you pleaſe t) fit, fir? 


Sir 
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0 Sir Sam. Ay boy, —Come, thou ſhalt fit down 
me. 
"al. Sir, 'tis my duty to wait. 

Sir Sam. No, no, come, come, fit thee down, honeſt 
Val: How doſt thou do? let me feel thy pulſe—— Oh, 

retty well now, /al : body o'me, I was ſorry to ſee thee 
indiſpoſed : but I'm glad thou art better, honeſt JA. 

Val. J thank you, fir. 

Scan. Miracle! the monſter grows loving. [Alle. 

Sir Sam. Let me feel thy hand again, /a/: It does 
not ſhake—1 believe thou canſt write, Val: ha, Lov, 
thou canſt wiite thy name, Val? Jeremy, lep and 
overtake Mr. Buckram, bid him make haſte back with the 
conveyance—quick—quick. [1n wvhi/per to Jereay. 

SEN. B VII. 


&r Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal. 


Scan. That ever I ſhou'd ſuſpect ſuch a heathen of any 
remorſe ! [ H/ide. 
Sir Samp Doſt thou know this paper, Val? I know 

thou'rt honeſt, and will perform articles. 
[eus him the paper, but holds it out of his Reach. 

Val. Pray let me ſee it, fir. You hold it fo iar off, that 
I can't tell whether I know itor no, 

Sir Samp. See it, boy? ay, ay, why thou doſt ſce it 
—— —'tis thy own band, Vally. Why let me fee, I can 
read it as plain as can be: Look you here | Reads] Ihe 
Conditions of this Obligation Look you, as plain as can be, 
ſo it begins And then at the bottom As aviine/3 my Hand, 
VALENTINE LEGEND, in great letters. 


Why, 'tis as plain as the noſe in one's face: what, are my 


eyes better than thine? I belicve I can read it farther off 
yet let me lee, | 
[ retches his Arm as far as he can, 
Val. Will you pleaſe to let me hold it, fir ? 
Sir. Sam Let thee hold it ſayeſt thou———Ay, with all 
my heart—— What matter is it who holds it? what need 


any bedy hold it? —— I'll put it in my pocket Val. and 


then no body need hold it [ Purs the paper in his pocket.] 
There Val. it's ſafe enough, boy——But thou ſhalt have 
it as ſoon as theu hall ſet thy hand to another paper, littlz 


Val. 
D 3 SCENE 


4 
14 


— 
— ñ — 


— —ͤ—— ͤ — — — 
— — Ie EgS cer tne een 4 
CC ry —_——_——_— PEE Ry 


54 Loves for Love. 
N. 


[To them] Jeremy with Buckram. 


Val. What, is my bad genius here again! Oh no, 'tis 
the lawyer-with an itching palm : and he's come to be 
{cratch'd — — My nails are not long enough Let 
me have a pair of red-hot tongs quickly, quickly, and you 
hall ſee me act St. Duuſtan, and lead the devil by the noſe. 


Buckr O Lord, let me be gone; Þ1I not venture my 
ſelf with a madman, f 


SCENE X. 


Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy. 


Val. Ha, ha, ha; you need not run ſo fait, honeſty will 
not overtzke you Ha, ha, ha, the rogue found me out 
to be in Forma Pauperis preſently. 

ir Samp. Ooons! What a vexation is here! I know 
not u hat io do, or ſay, nor which way to go. 

al. Who's that, that's out of his way ?—T am truth, 
and can ſet him light Harkee, fiiend, the ſtraight road 
is the worſt way you can go——He that follows his noſe 
always, will very often be led into a ſtink. Probatum «7. 
Put what are you for, religion or politics ? There's a cou- 
le of topics for you, no more like one another than oil 
nd vinegar ; and yet thoſe two beaten together by a ſtate 
cook. make ſauce for the whole nation. 

Sir Samp. What the devil had I to do, ever to beget 
ſons ? why did 1 ever marry ? 

Val. Becauſe thou wert a monſter ; old boy? The two 
greateſt monſters in the world, are a man and a woman? 
What's thy opinion ? | 

dir Sam. Why, my opinion is, that thoſe two monſters | 
join d together, make yet a greater, that's a man and his | 
wiſe, 

Val. A ha! Old Truepenny, ſay'ſt thou fo : thou haſt 
nick'd it Bul it's wonderful ſtrange, Jeremy. 

Jiere. What is, fir ? | 
Val. That grey hairs ſfou'd cover a green head——and 


I make a fool of my father. What's here! Erra pater: 
or a bearded fibyl ? iffp:ophecy comes, truth mult give 


SCENE | 


place, 
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SCENE XI. 
Sir Sampſon, Scandal, Foreſight, Mrs. Foreſight, 
Mrs, Frail. : 
Fore. What ſays he? What, did he prophely ? Ha, Sir 
Sampſon, bleſs us! How are we? a 

Sir Samp. Are we? A pox o' your prognoſtications 
Why, we arejfools as we uſed to be Oons, that you 
cou'd not foreſee, that the moon wou'd predominate, and 
my ſon be mad —— Where's your oppoſitions, your trines, 
and your quadrates What did your Cordan and your 
Ptelomy tell you? Your Meſahalah and your Longomorta- 
nus, your harmony of chiromancy with aſtrology. Ah! pox 
on't, that I that Spe the world, and men and manners, 
that don't believe a ſyllable in the ſky and ſtars, and ſun 
and almanacks, and traſh, ſhould be directed by a dreamer, 
an omen-hunter, and defer buſineſs in expectation 0! a 
lucky hour. When, body o'me, there never was a lucky 
hour after the firſt opportunity. 

SCENE XII. 
Scandal, Foreſight, Mrs. Foreſight, Mys. Frail. 

Fore. Ah, Sir Samp/on, heav'n help your head — I his is 
none of your lucky hour; Nemo omnibus horis ſapit, What 
is he gone, and in contempt of ſcience ! 111 ſtars, and un- 
convertable ignorance attend him. 

Scan. You muſt excuſe kis paſhon, Mr. Fore/ig+t ; for 
he has been heartily vex'd— His ſon is Non compos mentis, 
and thereby incapable of making any conveyance in law; 
ſo that all his meaſures are diſappointed, 

Fire, Ha! ſay you ſo? 

Mrs. Frail. What, has my ſea-lover loſt his anchor of 
hope then? Aide to Mrs. Foreſight. 
Eris, Fore. Oh, ſiſter, what will you do with him? 

Mrs. Frail. Do with him, ſend him to ſea again in the 
next foul weather—He's us'd to an inconſtant element, 
and won't be ſurpriz'd to ſee the tide tuin'd, | 

Fore, Wherein was I miſtaken, not to foreſee this. 
[ Confeders, ] 
Scan, You look pretty well, Mr. Forcfioht.— How 
did you reſt laſt right? 

Fore. Truly, Mr. Scandal, I was ſo taken up with broken 
dreams and diſtracted viſions, that I remember little. 

Scan, But would you not talk with Valentine, perhaps 
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you may underſtand him ; I'm apt to believe there is ſome- 
thing myſterious in his diſcouries, and ſometimes rather 
think him inſpir'd than mad. 

Fere. You ſpeak with ſingular good judgment, Mr. 
Scandal, truly am inclining to your Turki/þ opinion in 
this matter, and do reverence a mar: whom the vulgar think 
mad. let us go to him, 

Ars. Frai/. Siſter, do you ſlay with them; VII find out 
my lover, and give him his diſcharge, and come to you. 
O' my conſcience here he comes. 


SEN MI. 
Ars. Frail, Ben. 


Fer, All mad, I think Fleſh, I believe all the ca- 
lentvies cf the fea are come aſhore, for my part. 

Ars Frail Mr. Ferjamin in choler ! 

Ben, No, I'm pleas'd well encugh, now I have found 
you--Mefſs, Ihre had ſuch a hurricane upon your account 
yonder — 

irs. Frail. Ny account, pray, what's the matter? 

Bon. Why, father came and ſound me ſquabbling with 
von chitty-fac'd thing, as he would have me marry,—fo 
he aix'd what was the matter.—He aſk'd in a ſurly fort of a 
way -t ſeems brother Val is gone mad, and fo that put'n 
into a paſſion ; but what did I know of that, what's that 
to me r) So he aſk'd in a ſurly fort of a manner, and 
gad I anſwer'd 'en as ſurlily, what tho'f he be my father, I 
an't bound prentice to 'en :—fo faith, I told'n in plain 
terms, if | were minded to marry, I'd marry to pleaſe my- 
{elf, not him: and for the young woman that he provided 
tor me, I thought it more fitting for her to learn her . 
ler, and to make dirt pies, than to look after a huſband ; 
for my part, I was none of her man,—l had another 

voyage to make, let him take 1t as he will. 

M.. Frail, So then, you intend to go to ſea again? 

Ben, Nay, nay, my mind run upon you,—but I wou'd 
not tell him ſo much -o he ſaid he'd make my heart ake ; 
and if ſo be that he cou'd get a woman to his mind, he'd 
marry himſelf. Gad, fays I, an you play the foul and 
marry at theſe years, there's more danger of your head's 
aking than my beart.— He was woundy angiy when I 
gav'n that wipe—He had'nt a word to ſay, and fo I 5 

and 
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and the green gitl together: may hap the bee may bite, 
and he'll marry her himſelf, with all my heart. 

Mrs. Frail, And were you this undutitul and graceleſs 
wretch to your father ? 

Ben. Ihen why was he graceleſs firſt. If I am und u- 
— 2 graceleſs, why did he beget me ſo? I did not get 
myſelf. 

Mrs. Frail. O impiety ! how have I been miſtaken ! 
What an inhuman mercileſs creature have I ſet my heart 
upon? O am happy to have diſcover'd the ſhelves and 
quickſands that lurk beneath that faithleſs ſmiling face. 

Ben. Hey toſs! What's the matter now? why you ben't 
angry, be you ? 

Mrs. Frail. O ſee me no more,—for thou wert born a- 
mongſt rocks, ſuckl'd by whales, cradled in a tempeſt, and 
whiſtled to by winds; and thou art come forth with ſins 
_ ſcales, and three rows of teeth, a moſt outrageous fiſh 
of prey. 

| = O lord, O lord, ſhe's mail, poor young woman, 
love has turn'd her (ſenſes, her brain is quite overſet. Well 
a-day, how ſhall I do to ſet her to rights ? 

Mrs. Frail. No, no, | am not mad, monſter, I am wiſe 
enough to ſind you out, — Hadſt thou the impudence to 
aſpire at being a huſband with that ſtubborn and diſobedi- 
ent temper ?--You that know not how to ſubmit to a fa- 
ther, preſume to have a ſufficient ſtock of duty to undergo 
a wife ? I ſhould have been finely fobb'd indeed, very 
finely fobb'd. 

Ben. Harkee forſooth ; if ſo be that you are in your 
right ſenſes, d'ye ſee ; for ought as I perceive Pm like to 
be finely fobb'd,—if I have got anger here upon your ac- 
count, and you are tack'd about already. What d'ye 
mean, after all your fair ſpeeches, and ſtroaking my cheeks, 
and kiſſing and hugging, what wou'd you ſheer off lo ? 
Wou'd yoo, and leave me a-ground ? _ 

Mrs. Frail. No, I'll leave you a-drift, and go which 
way you will. 

Hen. What, are you falſe-hearted then? 

Mis. Frail. Only the wind's chang'd. 

Ben. More ſhame for you, — the wind's chang'd ? 
It's an ill wind blows no body good, —miy- hap I have 

| D 5 | a good 
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a good riddance on you, if theſe be your tricks what did 
you mean allthis while, to make a fool of me ? 

Mrs. Frail. Any fool but a huſband. . 

Ben. Huſband ! Gad I wou'd not be your huſband, if 
you wou'd have me; now I know your mind, tho'f you 
had your weight in gold and jewels, and tho'f 1 lov'd you 
never ſo well. 

Mrs. Frail, Why, can'ſt thou love, Perpuſſe ? 

Ben. No matter what I can do; don't call names, — I 
don't love you ſo well, as to bear that, whatever I did, — 
I'm glad you ſhew yourſelf, miſtreſs : —Let them marry 
you, as don't know you :—Gad I know you too well, by 
fad experience; I believe he that marries you will go to 
ſea in a hen-peck'd frigate I believe that, young wo- 
man and may-hap may come to an anchor at Cucke/a's 
Peint; ſo there's a daſh for you, take it as you will, may- 
hap you mey holla after me when I won't come too, 

Mrs. Frail, Ha, ha, ha, no doubt on't, — My true love 7s 
gone 10 ſca [ Sings, 


SCENE XIV. 
N. Frail, Mrs. Foreſight. 

Ars. Frail. O ſiſter, had you come a minute ſooner, you 
would have ſeen the reſolutiun of a lover, —Honeſt Tarr 
ard 1 are parted—and with the ſame indifference that we 
met ;—O” my life J am half vex'd at the inſenſibility of a 
brute that I deſpis'd. 

Mrs. Fere. What then, he bore it moſt heroically ? 

Mrs, Frail. Moſt tyrannically, — for you ſee he has got 
the ſtart of me ; and I the poor relies maid am ſeft 
complaining on the ſhore. But I'll tell you a hint that he 
has given me; Sir Sampſon is enraged, and talks deſperate- 
ly of committing matrimony himſclf.—If he has a mind to 
throw himſelf away, he can't do it more effectually than 
upon me, if we could bring it about. 

Mrs. Fore. O hang him, old fox, he's too cunning, be- 
ſides he hates both you and me. But I have a project 
in my head for you, and I have gone a good way towards 
it. 1 have almoſt made a bargain with Jeremy, Valentine's 
man, to ſell his maſter to us. | 

Mrs. Frail. Sell him, how? | 

Mrs. Fore. Valentine raves upon Angelica, and took me 
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for her, and Jeremy ſays will take any body for her that he 
impoſes on him. Now I have promiſed him mountains; 
if in one of his mad fits he will bring you to him in her 
ſtead, and get you marry'd together, and put to bed toge- 
ther; and after conſummation, girl, there's no revoking. 
And if he ſhould recover his ſenſes, he'll be glad at leaſt 
to make you a good ſettlement—Here they come, ſtand a- 
fide a little, and tell me how you like the degſin. 


8s CEN E-AV» 


Mrs. Foreſight, Mrs. Frail, Valentine, Scandal, Foreſight, 
and Jeremy. 


Scan. And have you given your maſter a hint of their 
plot upon him ? g [To Jeremy. 

Tere. Yes, fir ; he fays he'll favour it, and miſtake her 
for Angelica. 4 

Scan. It may make us ſport. 

Fore. Mercy on us ! 

Val. Huſnt Interrupt me not — I'll whiſper predic- 
tion to thee and thou ſhalt propheſy ; — ] have told thee 
what's paſt, —Now I'll tell what's to come ;—Dolt thou 
know what will happen to-morrow ? Anſwer me not 
For I will tell thee. To- morrow, knaves will thrive thro? 
craft, and fools thro' fortune, and honeſty will go as it did, 
froſt· nipt in a ſummer-ſuit. Aſk me queſtions concerning 
to-morrow. 

Scan, Aſk him, Mr. For:/:ght. 

Fore, Pray what will be done at court ? 

Val. Scandal will tell you; I am truth I never come 
there. 

Fore. In the city ? | 

Val. Oh, prayers will be ſaid in empty churches, at the 
uſual hours. Yet you will ſee ſuch zealous faces behind 
counters, as if religion were to be ſold in every ſhop. Oh 
things will go methodically in the city, the clocks will 
ſtrike twelve at noon, and the horn'd herd buz in the ex- 
change at two. Wives and huſbands will drive diſtin 
trades, and care and pleaſure ſeparately occupy the family. 
Coffee-houſes will be full of ſmoke and ſtratagem. And 
the cropt prentice, that ſweeps his maſter's ſhop in the 
morning, may ten to one dirty his ſheets before night. Bur 
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t2ere are two things that you will ſee very ſtrange ; which 
ere wanten wives, with their legs at liberty, and tame cuck- 
olds, with chains about their necks But hold, I muſt ex- 
amine you before I go further ; you look ſuſpiciouſly. Are 
you a huſband ? 

Fore. | am married. 

Lal. Poor creature! Is your wife of C:,vent-Garden pariſh! 

Fore. No; St. Martin's in the fields, 

Val. Alas; poor man; his eyes are ſunk, and his hands 
ſhrivell'd: his legs dwindled, and his back bow'd, pray, 
pray, for a metamorpholis— Change thy ſhape, and ſhake 
off age: get thee Medea's kettle, and be boil'd anew ; come 
forth with lab'ring callous hands, a chine of ſtce], and Atlas” 
ſhoulders. Let Taliacotius tiim the calves. of twenty chair- 
men, and make thee pedeſtals to ſtand ere upon, and look 
matrimony in the face. Ha, ha, ha! that a man ſhow'd 
have a ſtomach to a NN ſupper, when the pigeons 
ought rather to be laid to his feet, ha, ha, ha. | 

Fore, His frenzy is very high now, Mr. Scandal. 

Scan. ] believe it is a ſpring tide. 

Fere. Very likely truly; you underſtand theſe matters 
Mr. Scandal, I ſhall be very glad to confer with you about 
theſe things which he has utter'd His ſayings are very 
myſterious and hieroglyphical. 

Val. Oh, why would Angelica be abſent from my eyes ſo 
long ? 

5 4 She's here, fir. 

Mrs. Fere. Now, ſiſter. 

Mrs. Frail. O lord, what muſt I ſay ? 

Scan. Humour him, madam, by all means. 

Val. Where is ſhe? Oh I ſee her—Shecomes, like riches, 
health and liberty at once, to adeſpairing, ſtarving, and a- 
bandon'd wretch, Oh welcome, welcome. 

Mrs. Frail. How d'ye you, fir ? can I ſerve you? 

Val. Harkee; | have a ſecret to tell you —— Erdymi- 
on and the moon ſha!l meet ns upon mount Latmos, and 
we'll be married in the dead of night—But ſay not a word. 
Hymen ſhall put his torch into a dark lanthorn, that it may 
be ſecret ; and Juno ſhall give her Peaccek poppy-water, that | 
he may fold his ogling tail, and Erguss hundred eyes be | 
Mut, ha? no body ſhall know but Jeremy, 
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Ars. Frail. No, no, we'll keep it ſecret, it ſhall be done 
preſently. 
"al. The ſooner the better — Jeremy, come hither 
c' oſer ——' hat none may over hear us; Jeremy, I can 
tell you news; Axgelica is turn'd nun; and I am turning 
friar, and yet we'll marry one another in ſpite of the pope 
Get me a coul and beads, that I may play my part, For 
ſhe'll meet me two hours hence in black and white, and a 
long veil to cover the project, and we won't ſee one ano- 
ther's faces, till we have done ſomething to be aſham'd 
of; and then we'll bluſh once ſor all. 


N VI. 
[To them] Tattle and Angelica. 

Fere, I'll take care, and 

Val. Whiſper. | 

Ang. Nay, Mr. Tate, if you make love to me, you ſpoil 
my deſign, for I intended to make you my confident. 

Tatt. But, madam, to throw away your perſon, ſuch a 
perſon ! and ſuch a fortune on a madman |! 

Ang. I never lov'd him till he was mad ; but don't tell 
any body ſo. 

Scan, How's this! Tattle making love to Angelica! 

Tatt. Tell, madam ! alas, you don't know me——T 
have much ado to tell your Jadyſhip, how long I have been 
in love with you—But 8 by the impoſſibility of 
Valentine's making any more addreſſes to you, I have ven- 
tur'd to declare the very inmoſt paſſion of my heart. Oh, 
madam, look upon us both. There you ſee the ruins of a 
poor decay d creature — Here a compleat and lively figure, 
with youth and health, and all his five ſenſes in perfection, 
madam; and to all this, the moſt paſſionate lover 

Ang. O fy for ſhame, hold your tongue, a paſſionate lov- 
er, and five ſenſes in perfection! when you are as mad as 
Valentine, I'll believe you love me, and the madeſt ſhall 


* 


take me. 


Val. It is enough. Ha! who's here? 
Mrs. Frail, O lord, her coming will ſpoil all. 
[To Jeremy. 
Tere. No, no, madam, he won't know her; if he ſhou'd 
] can perſuade him. | 
Val. Scandal, who are theſe? foreigners ? If they * 
I V1 


62 Loves for Lo vx. 


III tell you what I think Get away all the company 
but Angelica, that I may diſcover my deſign to her. | 
Lipper. 

Scan. I will I have diſcovered ſomething of Taste, 
that is of a piece with Mrs. Frail. He courts Angelica; if 
we cou'd contrive to couple 'em together Hark ee 

[ hiſper. 

Mrs. Fore He won't know you, couſin, he knows no body. 

Fore. But he knows more than any body, - Oh niece, he 
IEEE things paſt and to come, and all the profound ſecrets 
of time, 

Tait. Look you, Mr. Forefight, it is not my way to make 
many words of matters, and ſo I ſhan't ſay much, But 
in ſhort, d'ye ſee, I will hold you a hundred pound now, 
that I know more ſecrets than he. 

Fore. How ! I cannot read that knowledge in your face, 
Mr. Tattle—Pray, what do you know? | 

Tatt, Why, 5 think L'Il tell you, fir! read it in my 
face? No, ſir, tis written in my heart; and ſafer there, ſir, 
than letters writ in juice of lemon, for no fire can fetch it 
out. I am no blab, ſir. 

Val. Acquaint Jeremy with it, he may eaſily bring it a- 
bour. They are welcome, and I'll tell 'em ſo myſelf. 
[To Scandal. ] What, do you look ſtrange upon me? 
Then I muſt be plain. [ Ceming up to them. ] I am truth, and 
hate an old acquaintance with a new face. 

[Scandal goes afide with Jeremy. 

Tatt. Do you know me, Valentine? 

Val. You ? who are you? no, I hope not. 

Tatt. I am Jack Tattle, your friend. 

Val. My friend, what to do? I am no married man, and 
thou can'ſt not lie with my wife: I am very poor, and thou 
can'ſt not borrow money of me: Then what employment 
have I for a friend ? 5 | 

Tatt. Hah ! a good open ſpeaker, and not to be truſted 
with a ſecret. 

Ang. Do you know me, Valentine? 

ral Oh very well. 

Ang. Whoaml? 

2 You'rea woman, — One to whom heav'n gave beau- 
ty, when it grafted roſes on a briar. Vou are the reflexion 
of heav'n in a pond, and he that leaps at you is ſunk, You 


are 
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are all white, a ſheet of lovely ſpotleſs paper, when you 


- firſt are born; but you are to be ſcrawPd and blotted by 


every gooſe's quill. | know you; for I lov'd a woman, and 
lov'd her fo long, that I found out a ſtrange thing: I found 
out what a woman was good for. 

Tatt. Ay, prithee, what's that? 

al. Why, to keep a ſecret. 

Tait. O lord! 

Val. O exceeding good to keep a ſecret : for tho' ſhe 
ſhould tell, yet ſhe is not to be believ'd. 

Tait. Hah ! good again, faith. 

Jere. I'll do't, fir. [To Scandal. 

Scan. Mr. Fore/ight, we had beſt leave him. He may 
grow outragious, and do miſchief. 

Fore. Iwill be directed by you. 

Tere. [To Mrs. Frail.] You'll meet, madam ;— l'll take 
care every thing ſhall be ready. 

Mrs. Frail. 'Thou ſhalt do what thou wilt, in ſhort, I 
will deny thee nothing. 

Tait. Madam, ſhall I wait upon you? [To Angelica. 

Ang. No, IL'II ſtay with him——Mr. Scandal will protect 
me. Aunt, Mr. Tatile deſires you would give him leave to 
wait on you. 

Tatt. Pox on't, there's no coming off, now ſhe has ſaid 
that-—— Madam, will you do me the honour ? 

Mrs, Fore. Mr. Tattie might have us'd leſs ceremony. 


Ss ENB XVII. 


Angelica, Valentine, Scandal, 


Scan. Jeremy, follow T attle. 

Ang. Mr. Ar I only ſtay till my maid comes, and 
becauſe I had a mind to be rid of Mr. T artle. | 

Scan, Madam, I am very glad that I over-heard a better 
reaſon, which you gave to Mr. Tartle; for his impertinence 
forc'd you to NN a kindneſs for Valentine, which 
you deny'd to all his ſufferings and my ſollicitations. So 


I'll leave him to make uſe of the diſcovery ; and your lady- 
ſhip to the free confeſſion of your inclinations. 

Ang. Oh heav'ns! you won't leave me alone with a 
madman? 

Scan, No, madam ; I only leave a madman to his re- 
medy, 
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en VIE 
Angelica, Valentine. 


Val. Madam, you need not be much afraid, for I fancy 
I begin to come to myſelf. 

Ang. Ay, but if I don't fit you, I'll be hang'd. [ A/aae. 

Val. You ſee what diſguiſes love makes us put on; gods 
have been in counterfeited ſhapes for the ſame reaſon ; and 
the divine part of me, my mind, has worn this maſque of 
madneſs, and this motly livery, only as the ſlave of love, and 
menial creature of your beauty, 

Ang. Mercy on me how he talks! poor Valentine. 

Val. Nay, faith, now let us underſtand one another, hy- 
pocriſy apart The comedy draws towards an end, and let 
us think of leaving acting, and be ourſelves ; and ſince you 
have lov'd me, you muſt own, I have at length deſerv'd 
you ſhou'd confeſs it. 

Ang. [ig.] I wou'd I had lov'd you for heaven knows 
I pity you; and cou'd | have foreſeen the bad effects, I 
would have ſtriven ? but that's too late. [ /ig hs. 

Val What ſad effects? What's too late: my ſeeming mad- 
neſs has deceiv'd my father, and procured me time to think 
of means to reconcile me to him; and preſerve the right of 
my inheritance to his eſtate; which otherwiſe by articles, 
I muſt this morning have reſign'd: and this I had inform'd 
you of to=day, but you were gone, before I knew you had 
been here: 

Ang. How ! I thought your love of me had caus'd this 
tranſport in your ſou! ; which it ſeems, you only counter- 
feited ; for by mercenary ends, and ſordid intereſt 

Val. Nay, now you do me wrong; for if any intereſt was 
conſider'd it was yours; fince I thought I wanted more 
than love, to make me worthy of you. 

Ang. Then you thought me mercenary But how am 
J deluded by this interval of ſenſe, to reaſon with a mad- 
man ? 

Val. Oh, 'tis barbarous to miſunderſtand me longer. 


S. CEN E XIX. 


[To them] Jeremy. 
Ang. Oh here's a reaſonable creature — Sure he will not 


have the impudence to perſevere Come, Jeremy, acknow- 
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ledge your trick, and confeſs your maſter's madneſs coun- 
terfeit. 

Jere. Counterfeit, madam ! I'll maintain him to be as 
abſolutely and ſubſtantially mad, as any freeholder in Beth 
lehem ; nay, he's as mad as any projector, fanatick, chymiſt, 
lover, or poet in Europe. 

Val. Sirrah, you lye; I am not mad, 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha, you ſee he denies It. 

Jere. O lord, madam, did you ever know any madmany 
mad enough to own it ? | 

Val. Sot, can't you apprehend ? 

Ang. Why he talk'd very ſenſibly juſt now. 

Fire. Yes, madam ; he has intervals: but you ſee he be- 
gins to look wild again now. 

Val. Why you thick-ſkull'd raſcal, I tell you the farceis 
done, and J will be mad no longer. F beats him. 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha, is he mad, or no, Jeremy!“ 

ere. Partly I think For he does not know his cwre 
mind two hours l'm ſure I left him juſt now, in the 
humour to be mad: and I think J have not found him very 
quiet at this preſent. Who's there? [One knocks. 

Val. Go ſee, you fot, I'm very glad that I can move your 
mirth, tho' not your compaſſion. 

Ang. I did not think you had apprehenſion enough to be 
exceptious: but madmen ſlew themſelves moſt, by over- 
3 to a ſound underſtanding; as drunken men do 

y over- acting ſobriety ; I was halt inclining to believe 
you, till I accidentally touch'd upon your render part: bat 
r you have reſtor'd me to my former opinion and com- 
paſſion, - 

Jere. Sir, your father has ſent to know if you are any 
better yet Will you pleaſe to be mad, fir, or how ? 

Val. Stupidity! you know the penalty of all 'm worth 


muſt pay for the confeſſion of my ſenſes, I'm mad, and 


will be mad to every body but this lady. | 

Tere. So-—juſt the very backſide of truth, — But ly- 
ing is a figure in ſpeech, that interlards the greateſt part of 
my converſation——Madam, your ladyſhip's woman, 


S CE N-E: XX; 
Valentine, Angelica, Jenny. | 
Ang. Well, have yeu been there Come hither. 
Jenny» 
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Jenny. Yes, madam, Sir Samp/on will wait upon you pre- 
ſently. [Alide to Angelica. 

Val. You are not leaving me in this uncertaity ? 

Ang. Wou' d any thing, Yar a madman complain of un- 
certainty ? uncertainty and expectation are the joys of 
life. Security is an inſipid thing and the overtaking and 
poſſeſſing of a wiſh, diſcovers the folly of the chaſe. Ne- 
ver let us know one another better: for the pleaſure of a 
maſquerade is done, when we come to ſhew our faces ; but 
Pl tell you two things before I leave you; I am not the 
fool you take me for; and you are mad and don't know it. 


S C5 NAS 


Valentine, Jeremy. 

Val. From a riddle you can expect nothing but a riddle. 
There's my inſtruction, and the moral of my leſſon. 

Tere. What, is the lady gone again, fr ? I hope you 
underitood one another before ſhe went ? 

Val. Underitood ! She is harder to be underſtood than a 
piece of Mgęyptian antiquity, or an Iriſb manuſcript ; you 
may pore till you ſpoil your eyes, and not improve your 


knowledge. 


Tere. I have heard 'em ſay, ſir, they read hard He- 


brew books backwards ; may be you begin to read at the 
wrong end. 


Val. They ſay fo of witches prayers, and dreams and 


Dutch almanacks are to be underſtood by contraries. But 


there's regularity and method in that; ſhe is a medal 
without a reverſe or inſci11ption, for indifference has both 
ſides alike. Yet while ſhe does not ſeem to hate me, I will 
purſue her, and know her it it be poſſible, in ſpite of the 
opinion of my ſatirical friend Scandal, who ſays, 


That women are like tricks by ſlight of hand, 
Which, to admire, we ſhould not underfland. 


ACT 
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A Room in Foreſight's Houſe, 
Angelica and Jenny. 


Ang. HERE is Sir Sampſon ? Did you not tell me, 
he would be here before me ? 
Jenny. He's at the great glaſs in the dining-room, ma- 
dam, ſetting his cravat and wig. 

Aug. How! Pm glad on't—If he has a mind I ſhould 
like him, it's a ſign he likes me; and that's more than 
half my deſign, 

Jenny. I hear him, madam. 

Ang. Leave me, and d'ye hear, if Valentine ſhould come 
or ſend, I am not to be ſpoken with. 


SCENE Il. 
Angelica, Sir Sampſon. 
Sir Samp. 1 have not been honoured with the commands 
of a fair lady, a great while—odd, madam, you have re- 
vived me Not ſince I was five and thirty. 

Ang. Why, you have no great reafun to complain, Sir 
Sampſon, that is not long ago. 

Sir Samp. Zooks, but it is, madam, a very great while, 
to a man that admires a fine woman, as much as I do. 

Ang. Youre an abſolute courtier, Sir Samp/on. 

Sir Samp. Not at all, madam : ods-bud you wrong me; 
Jam not fo old neither, to be a bare courtier, only a man 
of words : come, come, let me tell you, you women think 
a man old too ſoon, faith and troth you do—Come, don't 
deſpiſe fifty; odd, fifty, in a hale conſtitution, is no ſuch 
contemptible age. 

Anz. Fifty a contemptible age ! Not at all, a very faſh- 
10nable age, I think—l1 aſſure you, I know very conſider- 
able beaus, that ſet a good face upon fifty, fifty ! l have 
ſeen fifty in a fide box by candle-hght, out-bloſom five and 
twenty. : 

Sir Samp. Outſides, outſides; a pize take 'em, meer 
outſides: hang your ſide- box beans; no, I'm none of 

thoſe 
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thoſe, none of your forc'd trees, that pretend to bloſſom in 
the fall; and bud when they ſhould bring forth fruit: 1 
am of a long-liv'd race, and inherit vigour, none of my an- 
ceſtors marry'd *till fifty; yet they begot ſons and daugh- 
ters, till fourſcore : I am of your patriarchs, I, a branch 
of one of your Antediluwian families, fellows, that the flood 
could not waſh away. Well, madam, what are your com- 
mands? Has any young rogue affronted you, and ſhall I 
cut his throat? or— 

Ang. No, Sir Samp/on, I have no quarrel upon my hands 
I have more occaſion for your conduct than your cou- 
rage at this time. To tell you the truth, I'm weary of 
living fingle, and want a huſband, : 

Sir Samp. Odſbud, and 'tis pity you ſhould—— Odd, 


wou'd ſhe wou'd like me, then | ſhou'd hamper my young 


rogues : odd, wou'd ſhe wou'd : faith and troth ſhe's de- 
viiiſh handſome. {| 4/fde.] Madam, you deſerve a gocd 
huſband, and *twere a pity you ſhould be thrown away up- 
on any of theſe young idle rogues about the town, Odd, 
there's ne'er a young fellow worth hanging. that is a ve- 
ry young fellow—P1ze on 'em, they never think before- 
hand of any thing ;—and if they commit matrimony, 'tis 
as they commit murder ; out of a frolic : and are ready to 
hang themſelves, or to be hang'd by the law, the next 
morning :—Odſo, have a care, madam. 

Ang. Therefore | aſk your advice, Sir ©amp/on : I have 
fortune enough to make any man eaſy that I can like; if 
there were ſuch a thing as a young agreeable man with a 


reaſonable ſtock of good-nature and ſenſe—For I would | 


neither have an abſolute wit, nor a fool. 

Sir Samp. Odd, you are hard to pleaſe, madam ; to find 
a young fel'ow that is neither a wit in his own eye, nor a 
fool in the eye of the world, 1s a very hard taſk. Bur, 
faith and troth, you ſpeak very diſcretely ; for I hate both 
a wit and a foo]. I hate a wit; I had a ſon that was 
ſpoil'd among em; a good hopeful lad till he learn'd to 
be a wit And might have riſen in the ſtate But, a 
pox on't, his wit run im out of his money, and now his 
poverty has run him out of his wits. 

Ang. Sir Sampſon, as your friend, I muſt tell you, you 
are very much abus'd in that matter; he's no more mad 
than you are. 
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Sir Samp. How, madam ! wou'd I cou'd prove it. 

Ang. I can tell you how that may be done But it 1s 
a thing that wou'd make me appear to be too much con- 
cern'd in your affairs, 

Sir Samp. Odibud, I believe ſhe likes me—{[ Afde]—Ah, 
madam, all my affairs are ſcarce worthy to be laid at your 
feet; and I wiſh, madam, they were in a better poſture, 
that I might make a more becoming offer to a lady of your 
incomparable beauty and merit If I had Peru in one 
hand, and Mexico in t'other, and the Eaſtern Empire under 
my feet, it would make me only a more glorious victim to 
be offer'd at the ſhrine of your beauty, 

Ang. Bleſs me, Sir Samp/on, what's the matter? 

Sir Samp. Odd, madam, I love And if you would 
take my advice in a huſband 

Ang. Hold, hold, Sir Samp/on. I ask'd your advice for 
a huſband, and you are giving me your conſent——1 was 
indeed thinking to propoſe ſomething like it in jeſt, to ſa- 
tisfy you about Valentine: For if a match were ſeemingly 
carried on between you and me, it would oblige him to 
throw off Lis diſguiſe of madneſs, in apprehenſion of loſing 
me: For you know he has long pretended a paſſion for 
me. 

Sir Samp. Gadzooks, a moſt ingenious contrivance—if 
we were to go through with it. But why muſt the match 
only be ſeemingly carried on ?>—Odd, let it be a real 
contract, | 

Ang. O fy, Sir Samp/en, what would the world ſay ? 

Sir Samp. Say, they would ſay, you are a wiſe woman, 
and I a happy man. Odd, madam, I'Il love you as long 
as I live, and leave you a good jointure when I die. 

Ang. Ay; but that is not in your power, Sir Samp/en ; 
for when Valentine confeſſes himſelf in his ſenſes, he mult 
make over his inheritance to his younger brother. 

Sir Samp. Odd, you're a cunning, a wary baggage ! 
But, I warrant 
you, I have a proviſo in the obligation in favour of myſelf 

Body o'me, I have a trick to turn the ſettlement upon 


the iſſue male of our two bodies begotten ; odſbud, let us 
and children, and ['I] find an eſtate. 


Ang. Will you? Well, do you find the eſtate, and leave 
the other to me 


Sir 
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Sir _P O rogue! But Þll truſt you. And will you 
conſent? Is it a match then ? 

Ang. Let me conſult my lawyer concerning this obliga- 
tion: and if | find what you propoſe practicable, I'll give 
you my anſwer. 

Sir Samp. With all my heart ;-— Come in with me, and 
Pl lend you the bond— You ſhall conſult your lawyer, 
and I'll conſult a parſon ? Odzooks, I'm a young man: 
and I'll make it appear Odd, you're devilith hand- 
ſome : faith and troth, you're very handſome, and I'm ve- 
ry young, and very luſty—Odſbud, huſly, you know how 
to chooſe, and ſo do 1 ;—Odd, I think we are very well 
met ;—G11e me your hand, odd, let me kiſs it; *tis as 
warm and as ſoft—as what ?——Odd, as t'other hand 
Give me t'other hand, and I'll mumble 'em, and kiſs em 
*till they meltin my mouth, 

Ang. Hold, Sir Sampſon——You're profuſe of your vi- 
gour before your time: you'll ſpend your eſtate before you 
come to it. 

Sir Samp, No, no, only give you a rent- roll of my poſ- 
ſeſſions— Ah! baggage—I warrant you for little Samp/or - 
Odd, Samp/on's a very good name for an able fellow : your 
Sampſon; were ſtrong dogs from the beginning. 

Ang. Have a care, and don't over-a& your part—lIf 
you remember, Samp/or, the ſtrongeſt of the name, pull'd 
an old houſe over his head at laſt. 

Sir Samp. Say you fo, huſſy ?- Come, let's go then; 


odd, I long to be pulling too, come away——Odlo, here's 
fomebody coming. 


S CEN E III. 
Tattle, Jeremy. 
Tatt. Is not that ſhe, gone out juſt now? 


Jere. Ay, ſir, if you are not very faithful and eloſe in 
this buſineis, you?!! certainly be the death of a perſon that 


has a moſt extraordinary paſſion for your honour's ſervice. 


Tatt. Ay, who's that? 
Tere. Even my unworthy ſelf, fir 


Sir, I have had an 


appetite to be fed with your commands a great while ;— 
And now, fir, my former maſter having much troubled the 
fountain of his underſtanding: it is a very plauſible occa- 
fon for me to quench my thirſt at the ſpring of your boun- 
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ty I thought I could not recommend myſelf better to you, 
fir, than by the delivery of a great beauty and fortune into 
your arms, whom J have heard you ſigh for. 

Tatt. Pil make thy fortune; ſay no more——Thou art a 
pretty fellow, and can'ſt carry a meſſage to a lady, in a 
pretty ſoft kind of phraſe, and with a good perſuading ac- 
cent, | 

Jere. Sir, I have the ſeeds of rhetorick and oratory in 
my head I have been at 2 

Tatt, Ay; 'tis well enough for a ſervant to be bred at 
an univerfity : but the education is a little too pedantic 
for a gentleman. I hope you are ſecret in your nature, 
private, cloſe, ha ? 

Jere. O fir, for that fir, tis my chief talent; I'm as ſe- 
cret as the head of Nilus. 

Tatt, Ay? who's he, tho'? a privy counſellor. 

Jere. O ignorance ! [afide] A cunning AHayptian, fir, 
that with his arms would over-run the country ; yet no- 
body could ever find out his head-quarters. 

Foes, Cloſe dog ! A good whoremiſter, I warrant him— 
The time draws nigh, Jeremy, Angelica will be veil'd like 
a nun; and I mult be hooded like a friar; ha, Jeremy? 

Fere. Ay, fir, hooded like a hawk, to ſeize at firſt ſight 
upon the quarry. It is the whim of my maſter's madneſa 
to be ſo dreſs'd ; and ſhe is ſo in love with him, ſhe'll 
comply with any thing to pleaſe him. Poor Jady, I'm 
ſure ſhe'{l have reaſon to pray for me, when ſhe finds what 
a happy exchange ſhe has made, between a madman and 
ſo accompliſh'd a gentleman. 

Toit, Ay faith, ſo ſhe will, Jeremy. You're a good 
friend to her, poor creature I ſwear I do it hardly fo 
much in conſideration of myſelf as compaſſion to her. 

Fere. *Tis an act of charity, fir, to ſave a fine woman 
with thirty thouſand pounds, from throwing herſelf away. 

Tatt. So *tis faith I might have ſav'd ſeveral others 
in my time ; but I gad I could never find in my heart to 
marry any body before. 

Jere. Well, fir, I'll go and tell her my maſter's coming; 
| and meet you in half a quarter of an hour, with your diſ- 
ö guiſe, at your own lodgings. You muſt talk a little mad- 
ly, ſhe won't diſtinguiſh the tone of your voice. 
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Tatt. No, no, let me alone for a counterſeit — I'll be 
ready ſor you. 
E 


Tattle, Miſs Prue. 


Miß. O Mr. Tattle, are you here! I'm glad I have found 
vou; I have been looking up and down for you like any 
thing, till I'm as tired as any thing in the world. ; 

Tatt. O pox, how ſhall 1 get rid of this fooliſh girl ? 

Miſi. O | have pure news, I can tell you pure news 
J muſt not marry the ſeaman now—— my father ſays ſo. 
Why won't you be my huſband ? you ſay you love me, and 
you won't be my huſband. And I know you may be my 
huſband now if you pleaſe. 

Tatt. O fy, miſs : who told you fo, child? 

Miſs. Why, my father—I told him that you lov'd me, 

Tatt. O fy, miſs, why did you do ſo? and who told you 
ſo, child ? | 

Miſs. Who? why you did; did not you? 

Tatt, O pox, that was yeſterday, miſs, that was a great 
while ago, child. I have been aſleep fince ; ſlept a whole 
night, and did not ſo much as dream of the matter, 

At. Pſhaw, O but I dreamt that it was ſo tho'. 

Tatt. Ay, but your father will tell you that dreams come 
by contraries, child — 0 fy ; what, we mult not 
love one another now Pſhaw, that would be a ſoo iſn 
thing indeed Fy, fy, you're a woman now, and muſt 
thing of a new man every morning, and forget him every 
night No, no, to marry is to be a child again and play 
2 the ſame rattle always: O fy, marrying is a paw 
thing. 

Ms Well, but don't you love me as well as you did laſt 
night then ? 

Tatt No, no, child, you would not have me. 

Miß. No? yes but I would tho”. | 

Tatt. Pſhaw, but I tell you, you would not You _ 
forget you're a woman, and don't know your own mind ? i 

Miss. But here's my father, and he knows my mind. | 


. 


[ To them] Foreſight. 


Fore, O, Mr. Tatite, your ſervant, you are a cloſe man ; 
but 
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but methinks your love to my daughter was a ſecret I might 
have been truſted with. Or had you a mind to try if I 
could diſcover it by my art——Hum, ha! I think there is 
ſomething in your phyſiognomy, that has a reſemblance of 
her; and the girl is like me. | 

Tatt, And ſo you wou'd infer, that you and I are alike 


hat does the old prig mean? I'll banter him, and laugh 


at him, and leave him. [Aide] I fancy you have a wrong 


notion of faces. 


Fore. How ? what a wrong notion ! how ſo ? 

Tatt. In the way of art : I have ſome taking features, not 
obvious to vulgar eyes; that are indications of a ſudden - 
turn of good fortune, in the lottery of wives ; and promiſe 
a great beauty and great fortune reſerved alone for me, by 
a private intrigue of deſtiny, kept ſecret from the piercing 
eye of perſpicuity; from all aſtrologers, and the ſtars 
themſelves. | 

Fere. How! I will make it appear, that what you ſay is 
impoſſible. | 

Tatt. Sir, I beg your pardon, I'm in haſte —— 

Fere. For what ? 

Tatt, To be marry'd, ſir, marry'd. 

Fore. Ay, but pray take me along with you, fir— 

Tatt. No, fir; *tis to be done privately I never 
make confidents. 

Fore. Well ; but my conſent I mean 
ry my daughter without my conſent ? 

Tatt. Who I, fir? Pm an abſolute ſtranger to you and 
your daughter, fir. 

Fore. Hey day ! what time of the moon is this ? 

Tatt. Very true, fir, and deſire to continue ſo. I have 
no more love for your daughter, than I have likeneſs of 
you; and I have a ſecret in my heart, which you would be 
glad to know, and ſhan't know ; and yet you ſhall know 
it too, and be ſorry forit afterwards. I'd have you to know, 


You won't mar- 


fir, that I am as knowing as the ſtars, and as ſecret as the 


night. And I'm going to be married juſt now, yet did not 
Know of it half an hour ago; and the lady ſtays for me, 
and does not know of it yet There's a myſtery for you— 
know you love to unty difficulties—Or if you can't ſolve 
this; ſtay here a quarter of an hour, and I'll come aud 


explain it to you. 


E SCENE 
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S B N E VI. 
Foreſight, Miſs Prue. 


N. O father, why will you let him go? Won't you 
make him to be my huſband ? 

Fore. Mercy on us, what does theſe lunacies portend ! a- 
las ! he's mad, child, ſtark wild. 

Miſs. What, and muſt not I have e'er a huſband then ? 
what muſt ] go to bed to nurſe again, and be a child as 
long as ſhe's an old woman? indeed but I won't. For now 
my mind is ſet upon a man, I will have a man ſome way 
or other. 

Fore, O fearful! IT think the girl's influenc'd too. — 
huſly, you ſhall have a rod. 

Mijs. A fiddle of a rod, I'll have a huſband ; and if you 
won't get me one, I'Il get one for myſelf : I'll marry our 
Robin the butler, he ſays he loves me, and he's a handſom 
man, and ſhall be my huſband ; I warrant he'll be my huſ- 
band, and thank me too, for he told me fo. 

SC E N E VII. 
[To them] Scandal, Mrs. Foreſight, and Nurſe. 

Fore, Did he ſo——l'll diſpatch him for't preſently 
rogue! Oh, nurſe, come hither. 

Nurſe. What is your worſhip's pleaſure ? 

Fore. Here take your youg miltreſs, and lock her u 
preſently; till farther orders from me— not a word huſſy 
Do what I bid you, no reply; away. And'bid Robin 
make ready to give an account of his plate and linen, d'ye 
hear, be gone when I bid you. e 

Drs, Fore. What's the matter, huſband ? 

Fore.” Tis not convenient to tell you now—Mr. Scandal, 
beav'n keep us all in our ſenſes—I fear there is a contagi- 
ous frenzy abroad. How does Valentine ? | 

Scan, O I hope he will do well again I have a meſ- 
ſuage from him to your niece Angelica. 

Ke I think ſhe has not return'd fince ſhe went abroad 
with Sir Samp/on. = 

8 -C-B-N: BK... VIS; 
Foreſight, Scandal, Mrs. Foreſight, Ben. 


Mrs. Fore. Here's Mr, Benjamin, he can tell us if his 
father be come hone. Ben. 
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Ben. Who, father? ay, he's come home with a ven- 


ECEAnc2 y» 


Mrs. Fore. Why, what's the matter ? 
Ben. Matter! why he's mad. 

Fore. Mercy on us, I was afraid of this. 

Ben. And there's the handſom young woman, ſhe, as 
they ſay, brother Val. went mad for, ſhe's mad too, I thank. 

Fere. O my poor niece, my poor niece, is ſhe gone too? 
well, I ſhall run mad next. 

Mrs. Fore. Well, but how mad ? how d'ye mean. ? 

Ben. Nay, U il give you leave to gueſs I'll undertake 
to make a voyage to Antegoa No, hold, I mayn't {ay 
ſo neither But I'll fail as far as Leghorn, and back a- 
gain, before you ſhall gueſs at the matter, and do nothing 
elle ; meſs, you may take in all the points of the compals, 
and not hit right. | 

Mrs. Fore. Your experiment will take up a little too 
much time, | 

Ben. Why then L'Il tell you; there's a new wedding 
2 the ſtocks, and they two are going to be married ta 
rights. | 

3 Who ? 

Ben. Why father, and —the young woman. I can't 
hit of her name, | 

Scan. Angelica ? 

Ben. Ay, the ſame, 

Mrs. tore. Sir Sampſon and Angelica, impoſſible ! 

Ben. That may be——but I'm ſure it is as I tell you. 

Scan. Sdeath, it's a jeſt, I can't believe it. 

Ben Look you, friend, it's nothing to me, whether yon 
believe it or no. What ! ſay is true; d' ye ſee, they are mar- 
ried, or juſt going to be married, I know not which. 

Fere. Well, butthey are not mad, that is, not lunatick ? 

Ben. I don't know what you may call madneſs But 
ſhe's mad for a huſband, and he's horn mad, I think, or 
they'd ne'er make a match together Here they come. 


S C EN: E-.- IX. 


[To them] Sir Sampſon, Angelica, Buckram, 

Sir. Samp, Where is this od ſoothſayer ? this uncle of 
mine elec ? a ha, old Fore/ight, uncle Fore/fight, wiſh me 
joy, uncle Forgigbi, double joy, both as uncle and aſtrolo- 

2 ger; 
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ger; here's a conjunction that was not foretold in all your 
Ephemeri.— The brighteſt ſtar in the blue firmament— 
is het from above, in a jelly of lewe, and fo forth; and I'm 
lord of the aſcendant. Odd, you are an old fellow, Fore/ight; 
uncle I mean, a very old fellow, uncle Fore/igbt and yet you 
mall live to dance at my wedding; faith and troth you 
ſhall. Odd, we'll have the muſick of the ſpheres for thee, 
old Lilly, that we will, and thou ſhalt lead up a dance 12 
Tia Lactea. 


Fore. I'm thunder: ſtruck ! you are not married to my 
niece? | 

Sir Samp. Not abſolutely married, uncle; but very near 
it, within a kiſs of the matter, as you ſee. | 

Kies Angelica. 

Ang. Tis very true indeed, uncle; I hope you'll be my 
father, and give me. 

Sir Samp. That he ſhall, or Ill burn his globe 
Fody o' me, he ſhall be thy father, I'll make him thy fa- 
ther, and thou ſhalt make me a father, and I'll make thee 
a mother, and we'll beget ſons and daughters enow to put 
the weekly bills out of countenance. 

Scan. Death and hell ! where's Valentine? 


S CE NE X. 


Sir Sampſon, Angelica, Foreſight, Mrs. Foreſight, Ben, 
Buckram. 


Mrs. Fore, This is ſo ſurpriſing —— 

Sir Samp. How! what does my aunt ſay? ſurpriſing 
avnt ? not at all, for a young couple to make a match in 
winter? not at all It's a plot to undermine cold winter 
weather ; and deſtroy that uſurper cf a bed call'd a warm- 
ing- pan. 

re, Fore. I'm glad to hear you have ſo much fire in 
you Sir Sanſen. 

Ben. Meis, I fear his fire's little better than tinder; may- 
hap it will only ſerve to light up a match for ſome body elſe. 
The) oung woman's a handſom young woman, I can't deny 
it: but father, if I might be your pilot in this caſe you 
ſhould not marry her. It's juſt the ſame thing, as if ſo be 
| you ſhou'd fail ſo far as the Straits without proviſion, 


Sir Samp. Who gave you authority to ſpeak, firrah? to 
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vour element, fiſh, be mute, fiſh, and to ſea, rule your 
helm, firrah, don't direct me. | 

Ben. Well, well, take you care of your own helm, or you 
mayn't keep your new veſſel ſteddy. 

& Samp Why, you impudent tarpaulin! firrah do you 
bring your forecaſtle jeſts upon your father ? but | ſhall be 
even with you, I won't give you a yroat. Mr, Buckrarn, is 
the conveyance fo worded that nothing can poſſib y deſcerd 
to this ſcoundrel? T wou'd not ſo much as have him have 
the proſpect of an eſtate; tho' there were no way to come 
to it, but by the North. Eaft paſſage. 

Bucky. Sir, it is drawn according to your directions; 
there is not the leaſt cranny of the law unſtopt. 

Ben. Lawyer, I believe there's many a cranny and leal: 
unſtopt in your conſcience—lf ſo be that one had a pump 
to your boſom, I believe we ſhou'd diſcover a foul hold. 
They ſay a witch will fail in a fieve—But I believe the de- 
vil wou'd not venture aboard of your conſcience. And 
that's for you. 

i Sir Samp. Hold your tongue, firrah. How now who's 
ere? | 


S NE. KI. 


[To them] Tattle and Mrs. Frail. 


Mrs. Frail. O, fiſter, the moſt unlucky accident. 

Mrs. Fore. What's the matter? 

Tatt. O, the two moſt unfortunate poor creatures in the 
world we are, 

Fore. Reis us! how fo? 

Mrs. Frail. Ah Mr. Tattle and I, poor Mr. Tale and 1 
are -l can't ſpeak it out. | 

Tatt. Nor} But poor Mrs. Frail and I are — 

Mrs. Frail, Married. 

Mrs. Fore, Married ! how ? 

Tatt. Suddenly — before we knew where we were— 
That villain Jeremy, by the help of diſpuiles, trickt us into 
one another. | 

Fore Why you told me juſt now, you went hence in haſte 
to be married. | | 

Ang, But | believe Mr. Tatile meant the favour to me, 
1 thank him. 

Tait, I did, as J hope to be fav'd, madam, my inten- 
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tions were good — but this is the moſt cruel thing, to 
marry one does not know how, nor why, nor wherefore— 
the devil take me if ever I was ſo much concern'd at any 
thing in my life. 

Ang. *Tis very unhappy, if you don't care for one 
another, 

Tatt. The leaſt in the world that is for my part, 
I ſpeak for myſelf. Gad, I never had the leaft * 
of ſerious kindneſs——1I never lik'd any body leſs in my 
life. Poor woman ! gad, I'm forry for her too; for I 
have no reaſon to hate her neither; but I believe I ſhall 
lead her a damn'd fort of a life. 

Mrs. Fore. He's better than no huſband at all-—tho' 
he's a coxcomb. [ To Frail. 

Mrs. Frail. (To ber.] Ay, ay, it's well it's no worſe— 
nay, for my part I always deſpiſed Mr. Tazr/e of all things; 
nothing but his being my huſband could have made me 
like him leſs 

Tait. Look you there, I thought as much OX 
on't, I wiſh we could keep it ſecret, why I don't believe 
any of this company 3 ſpeak of it. 

Mrs. Frail. But, my dear, that's impoſlible ; the parſon 
and that rogue Jeremy will publiſh it. 

Tatt. Ay, my dear, ſo they will, as you ſay. 

Ang. O you'll agree very well in a little time; cuſtom 
will make it eaſy to you. 

Tait. Eaſy ! pox on't, I don't believe I ſhall ſleep to 


night. 


Sir Samp. Sleep, quotha: no, why you would not ſleep 


©'your wedding night? I'm an older fellow than you, 
and don't mean to ſleep, 

Ben. Why there's another match now, as thof' a cou- 
ple of privateers were looking for a prize, and ſhould fall 
foul of one another. I'm ſorry for the young man with 
all my heart. Look you, friend, if I may adviſe you, 
when ſhe's going, for that you muſt expect, I have ex- 
perience of her, when ſhe's going, let her go, fer no 
matrimony is tough enough to hold her, and if ſhe can't 
drag her anchor along with her, ſhe*]] break her cable 1 
ean tell you that, Whe's here? the madman ? 


2 SCENE 
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S CE N E The Lof. 


Valentine, Scandal, Sir Sampſon, Angelica, Foreſight, 
Mrs. Foreſight, Tattle, Mrs. Frail, Ben, Jeremy, 
Buckram. ; 


Val. No; here's the fool; and if oocaſion be, I'll give 
it under my hand. 5 

Sir Samp. How now ? 

Val. Sir, I'm come to acknowledge my errors, and ask 
your pardon. 

Sir Samp. What, have you found your ſenſes at laſt 
then ? in good time, Sir. 

Val. You were abus'd, fir, I never was diſtracted. 

Fore, How | not mad ! Mr. Scandal. 

Scan. No really, fir; I'm his witneſs, it was all coun- 
terfeit. 

Val. J thought I had reaſons— but it was a poor 
contrivance, the effect has ſhewn it ſuch, 

Sir Samp. Contrivance, what to cheat me? to cheat 
your father! ſirrah, could you hope to proſper ? 

Val. Indeed, I thought, fir, when the father endea- 
vourcd to undo the ſon, it was a reaſonable return of 
nature. | 

Sir Samp. Very good, fir——Mr. Buckram, are you 
ready come, fir, will you fign and ſeal ? 

Val. If you pleaſe, fir ; but firſt I would ask this lady 
one queſtion, f | 

Sir Samp Sir, you muſt ask me leave firſt ; that lady? 
no, fir; you ſhall ask that lady no queſtions, till you have 
ask'd her bleſſing, fir; that lady is to be my wife. 

Val. I have heard as much, fir ; but I wou'd have it 
from her own mouth. | 

Sir Samp. T1 ha'ts as much as to ſay, I lye, fir, and you 
don't believe what I ſay. 

Val. Pardon me, fir, But I reflect that I very lately 
counterfeited madneſs ; I don't know but the frolick may 
20 round. 

Sir Samp. Come, chuck, ſatisfy him, anſwer him ; 
— come, come, Mr. Buckram, the pen and ink. 

Buckr, Here it is, ſi, with the deed, all is ready. 

I Valentine goes to Angelica. 

Ang. Tis true, you have a great while pretended love 
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to me; nay, what if you were fincere? ſtil] you muſt 
pardon me, if I think my own inclinations have a better 
right to diſpoſe of my perſon, then ,yours, 

Sir Samy. Are you anſwer'd now, fir ? 

Val. Yes, fir. 

Sir Samp. Where's your plot, fir, and your contri- 
vance now, fir? will you ſign, fir? come, will you ſign 
and ſeal ? | 

Val. With all my heart, fir. 

Scan, Sdeath, you are not mad indeed, to ruin yourſelf ? 

Val. 1 have been diſappointed of my only hope; and 
he that loſes hope may part with any thing. I never 
valu'd fortune, but as it was ſubſervient to my pleaſure ; 
and my only pleaſure was to pleaſe this lady: I have made 


many vain attempts, and find at laſt that nothing but my 


ruin can effect it: Which for that Reaſon, I will ſign 
to—Give me the paper. 
Arg. Generous Valentine. [ Hae, 
Bucky. Here is the deed fir. 
Val. But where is the bond, by which J am oblig'd to 


ſign this? 


Buctr. Sir Samp/on, you have it, 
Ang. No, I have it; and I'l] uſe it, as T wou'd every 


thing that is an enemy to Valentine. [ Tears the Paper. 


Sir Samp. How now. 

Val. Ha! 

Ang. Had I the world to give you, it cou'd not make 
me worthy of fo generous and faithful a paſſion : herc's 
my hand, my heart was always yours, and ſtruggl'd very 
hard to make this utmoſt trial of your virtue. 

| [To Valentine, 

Val. Between pleaſure and amazement, I am loſt—But 
on my knees I take the bleſſing. 

Sir Samp. Oons, what's the meaning of this ? 

Ben. Meſs here's the wind chang'd again. Father, you 
and | may make a voyage together now. 

Ang. Well, Sir Samgſen, ſince J have play'd you a trick, 
FIl adviſe you how you may avoid fuch another. Learn to 


be a good father, or you'll never get a ſecond wife. 1 


always lov'd your ſon, and hated your unforgiving nature. 
I was reſolv'd to try him to the utmoſt ; I have try'd you 
too, and know you both. You have not more ſaults then 
| he 
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he has virtues; and 'tis hardly more pleaſure to me, that 
I can make him and myſelf happy, than that I can puniſn 


ou. 

Val. If my happinefs cou'd receive addition, this kind 
ſurprize wou'd make it double. 

Sir Samp. Oon's, you're a Crocodile. 

Fore. Really, Sir Sampſon, this is a ſudden eclipſe. 

Sir Samp. You're an illiterate old fool, and I'm another, 
the ſtars are lyars, and if I had breath l'd curſe them and 
you, myſelf and all the world, zouns to be thus cull'd, wo- 
man bob'd, I han't patience. 

Tatt. If the gentleman is in diſorder for want of a wife, 
I can ſpare him mine. | 

Sir Samp, Confound you and your wife together, ['Zxit. 

Tast. Oh are you there, fir? I'm indebted to you for 
my happineſs. [To Jeremy. 

Fere. Sir, I aſk you ten thouſand pardons, twas an ar- 
rant miſtake—You ſee, fir, my maſter was never mad, 
nor any thing like it Then how could it be otherwiſe ? 

Val. Tattle, I thank you, you would have interpoſed be- 
tween me and heav'n; but providence laid purgatory in 
your way You have but juſtice. 

Scan. Well, madam, you have done exemplary juſtice, 


in puniſhivg an inhuman father, and rewarding a faithful 


lover: but there is a third good work, which l, in parti- 
cular, muſt thank you for ; I was an infidel to your ſex, 
and you have converted me — For now I am convinc'd 
that all women are not like fortune, blind in beſtowing fa- 
vours, either on thoſe who do not merit, or who do not 
want em. | 

Ang. Dis an unreaſonable accuſation, that you lay upon 
our ſex ; you tax us with injuſtice, only to cover your own | 
want of merit. You would all have the reward of love; but 
few have the conſtancy to ſtay 'till it becomes your due, 
Men are generally hypocrites and infidels, they pretend 
to worſhip, but have neither zeal nor faith : how few, like 
Valentine, would perſevere even to martyrdom, and ſacrifice 
theic intereſt to their conſtancy ! In admiring me, you miſ- 
place the novelty. 


The miracle to day is, that aue find 
A lower true: not that a woman's kind. 
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Spoken at the Opening of the New Houſe. 


By Mrs. B RA CEGIR DL E. 


8 UR E providence at firſt deſign'd this place 
To be the player's refuge in diſtreſs ;_ 

Por ſtill in every ſtorm, they all run hither, 

As to a ſhed, that ſhields em from the weather. 

But thinking of this change which laſt befel us, 

It's like what I have heard our poets tell us: 

Por when behind out ſcenes, their ſuits are pleading, 


To help their love, ſometimes they ſhew their reading; 


And wanting ready caſh to pay for hearts, 
They top their learning on us, and their parts. 
Once of philoſophers they told us ſtories, 

Whom, as I think, they call'd—Py—Pythagories, 
I'm ſure *tis ſome ſuch Latin name they give em, 
And we, who know no better, muſt believe em. 
Now to theſe men (ſay they) ſuch ſouls were giv'n, 
That after death ne'er went to hell, nor heav'n, 
But liv'd, I know not how, in beaſts; and then 


When many years were paſt, in men again, 


Methinks, we players reſemble ſuch a ſoul, 
That, does from bodies, we from houſes ſtrole, 
Thus Ariftotle's ſoul, of old that was, 

May now be damn'd to animate an aſs; 

Or in this very houſe, for ought we know, 

Ts doing painful penance in ſome beau : 

And thus, our audience, which did once reſort 
To ſhining theatres to ſee our ſport, 

Now find us toſs'd into a Tennis. Court, | 
Theſe wall's but t'other day were fill'd with noiſe 
Of roaring | map wee and your dammee boys; 
Then bounding ball's and racketts they encompaſt, 


And now they're fill'd with jeſts and flights, and bombaſt ! 


ſt! 
Wy; 


W 


I vow, I don't much like this tranſmigration, 


Stroling from place to place, by circulation, 
Grant heav'n, we don't return to our firſt ſtation, 
I know not what thele think, but for my part, 
I can't refle& without an aking heart, 
How we ſhou'd end in our original, a cart. 
But we can't fear, ſince you're ſo good to fave us, 
That you have only ſet us up, to leave us, 
12 from the paſt, we hope for future grace, 

eg it N 
And foe here know I have a begging face. 
Then pray continue this your kind >. bar 250 
For a clear ſtage won't do, without your favour, 
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